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POETICAL TRIFLES. 


IWrote on ſeting the QUEEN: 


Weetneſs and Eaſe, each Charm to Mortals dear, 
Behold m Royal CHARLOTTE's Form appear | 
Nor to her Form confin'd, for in her life 
s ſeen the Mother, Chriſtian, Queen and Wife. 
t other Nations boaſt with mimic Pride, 
[hat ev ty Grace is to their Queen allied ; 
R8ITAIN alone with Truth and Joy can tell 

ow much fair CHARLOTTE does her Sex excel, 


To Miſs O-——E. 


Y Friend, what means that down-caſft Lye, 
Or why that tender plaintive Sigh ? 
n all your Cares I claim a part, 
Your Gricf muſt wound your Exxa's Heart: 
Your Sorrows to your Friend reſign, 
Y.ur Woes, your Joys, alike a1 Mynes 

A 


0n 


- Hs, firm and conſtant in fair Freedom's Cauſe, 


Theic Guard, their Champion, grateful Crowds ſhall 


TE $-9 
- On his Grace the Duke of R=m—v, 
MAY in what Language ſhall] the Muſe commend 
F R—x—D, the Nation's Pride, the Nation's Friend. 


When fuch we praiſe our Numbers floy ſincere : 
His patriot Name 1s to each Briton dear : 


Supports Britannia and protets her Laws ; 


own. ; 
Names now almoſt forgot, almoſt unknown, 
Till R—m—Þ roſe, with virtuous noble Rage, 
To bleſs Mankind and ſave a finkivgs Age. 
May Heaven approving on his Adions ſmile, 
Aud with each Bliſs reward his patriot Toil, 
Man's like a Flower, his tender Years 
Like ſome green lovely Leaf appears : 
Youth is the Bud, Manhood the Flower, 
Decaying Age the Evening Hour ; 
The Night appears, the Flowrets die: 
So at our Night muſt You and TI. 


On VIRTUE. 


IRTUE the Balm of ev ry Woe, 
The pureſt Bleſſing Mortals know, 
Can cale each Sorrow we endure, 


And firm Felicity inſure ; 


| Nox 
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IN or, as is fabled, is the Road, 

Nith Thorns o'ergrown ;—to her Abode 

\n ealy Path doth Mortals tread, 

'ith wholeſome Herbs and Grals o'erſpread ; 
or ſuch thoſe Sorrows ſeem to be 

That lead us to the Deity. 

Dn Virwe ſafely we depend, 

} A true and never-failing Friend: 

Þ we but follow her bright Way, 

nd from her Precepts never firay, 

Jn Earth a ſure Reward 1s given, 

neyer-ending one in Heaven, 


nce an a Frolick, it was Nature's Plan, 
d place each Virtue in a ſingle Man, 
whom Truth, Loyalty, and Courage join, 
id need I add, that this produe'd B—o—2a, 


To LAUR A 


OME, Gentle Lavza, haſte away 

From Town, and ſeek the ſhady Bow'rs, 
change thy Silks for home-ſpun Grey, 
And let us gather fragrant Flowers. 


verdant Carpet for thy Feet, 

as bounteons Nature kindly ſpread, 
here yarious Herbs thy Sight ſhall meet, 
Nor (rifng from their grafly Bed, | 
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Tis true, ne Beaus here feign to loye, 
Or will of Lavunza's Beauty ſing, 


| But every Warbler of the Grove 


Hails with ſweet Notes the blooming Springs 


No coſtly Di monds can we boaſt, 


Yet ſure the Dew-drop is as fair, 
And ſhews its Maker's Wiſdom moſt 
As on . the Flowers it does appear, 


Qur Lovers too more conſtant are, 
Tho' not ſo courtly or ſo vain, 

An Hongft Heart's above a Star, 
Hafle then and join the Rutal Train. 


On Sir G——B S—V—LLE» 


OME aid me ye Muſes, Apollo inſpire, 

Your Afliſtance I want, and poetical Fire : 
But ah! tis in vain, ſhou'd you give me your Aid, 
The worth of my SubjeQ can ne'er be diſplay'd ; 
In $—v—L1z ſuch Virtue and Wiſdom's combin'd 
A Heart ſo ſincere and a Soul ſo refind, 
That Language is vain, my weak Muſe ne er can {c 
His Merit to tell——1I 11 attempt it no more. 


The Boſom fraught with Innocence, 
And free from ev'ry Guile, 
Will ever have « ſure Defence 
In Heayen's indulgent Smile, oy 
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Op 
While Guilt in Terror fiill appears, 


Nor Happineſs can know, 
But fill is curſt with Cares and Fears, 
And Conſcience, —dreadful Foe. 


EE LE G:-£. 


pA Cynthia comes and baniſhes the Day, 
 Thelittle Warblers ceaſe their tuneful Strains, 
The Lambs, in foft Repaſe, forget to play, 

And Philomela tells hcr mournful Pains. 


In the clear Stream now wantons Luna's Beams, 
The Stars the beautcous Face of Heaven adorn, 
My lzxz18TTA now ſhall be my Theme 
I'll mourn her loſs till the rezuin of Morn. 


In yon Church-yard—-flow on my fruitleſs Tearg— 
My gentle Friend does fram each Sorrow reſt, 
There her fair monumental Buſt appears : 
Light lie the Turf upon my J—s—x's Breaſt, 


To the ſad Spot I'll kewl my peulive Way, 
And o'er her Tomb lament with friendly Sighs x 


Ah! here's the Place where mould'ring into Clay, 


My J—s—n fleeps till all the Dead {hall riſe, 


This new-made Grave does my fad Loſs declare ; 
| There reſts my Friend in filent long repoſe ; 
Her loſs not e'en Matilda can 1epair, 

'Tis Neath alouc cau ceale my heavy Woes, 


Each 
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Each Beauty did my Henrielia grace, 

Her Cheek excell'd the Roſe's lovely Bloom, 

Like ſome gay Flowret was her charming Face, 

Which droops and dies when comes the Evening $ 
Gloom. 

Scarce twenty Years liv'd this accompliſh'd Fair, 

Adorn'd with matchlcſs Worth & matchleſs Charms, 

But robb'd of Happineſs by Grief and Care, 

She's ſummon'd hence to reſt in Death's cold Arms, 


Misfortune's Wounds and cruel Sickneſs prey'd 


On her lov d Form, and all her Beauty fled ; 
No more the Fair her wonted Charms diſplay'd, 
In carly Youth ſhe ſunk amongſt the Dead. 


But now appears the gay Approach of Morn, 
And on the Mountain s Top ſtands roſy Light, 
Sor 's radiant Beams the Meadgws now adorn, 


At his Command retie the Shades of Night, 


Yet cr 1 leave this Place, attend my Prayer, 
Ye Pow 'rs this Day let all my Sorrows end; 

Let the cold Grave {ſhield me from every Care, 

Aud let me join my lov'd, lamented Friend, 


S ON G. 


O Arms ye brave Britons, arife, and to Arms, 
Your Prince leads his Heroes to Glory, 
Undaunted he haftes midft Bellona s Alarms, 
Can ye ſear when young Hexzy 5 belore ye. 
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Our Sailors are loyal, their Leader's a Prince, 

Each Spaniard and Frenchman muſt fear them : 
Brave Henry and RoDxegy the World will convince, 
Brilifſh Tars beat each Foe who comes near them. 


The Dons hope in vain to be Lords o'er the Sea, 
Britain's Prince from cach Danger will fave her ; 

His Commands and brave RoDwer 's the Sailors obey, 
And hx Triumph on England for ever, 


On the Hon. Mr. F—x, 
H how ſhall I deſcribe his Worth, or praiſe 
Merit like his, in artlcſs humble Lays : 


Britons to lateſt Times ſhall grateful own, 
Fx well deſerves to wear the Patriots Crown, 


A Cunre for AmBiTION. | 


O cure a proud, ambitious Mind, 

Tho" various Projeas are delign'd, | 
Spight of the wife Projcor's Pain, | | 
Each Method yet has prov'd in vain ; i 
In yain to cure them Clergy preach, j 
In vain Philolophers would teach 2: * 

One Scheme alone to try is left ; 

Tell them the World of J"ſe's bereft ; 

Inform them Abercrombie's dead ; 

That Life from gallant Pier/or's flcd : | 1 
Tell them of Farmer's hap'cts Doom, i 
And ſhew them noble $tun'/y's Tomb. ] 
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Tho' Mortals nnconcern'dly ſee 
The Changes of the varying Year, 
They ſhould a uſeful Leſſon be 


How ſoon this Life mult diſappear. 


The Spring like Infancy is gay ; 
Summer and Childhood quickly fly 
Autumn, alas ! ſoon haſtes away 
The Winter comes and Maoitals die. 


Ah! what Language can cver declare, 
Or my Woes and my Sotrows reveal, 


| To ſay I'm the Child of Delpair, 


Is faint to the Anguiſh I feel, 
Like the Turtle Il ever complain, 
Thro Life will I ſorrow and mourn, 


Since left by my dear fickle Swain ; 
He's left me and ne'er will return. 


- The Approach of dull Evening I fear, 
And dread when the Morning muſt riſe ; 


Pale Luna I hail with a Tear, 
And welcome Aurora with Sighs: 


No Change can give Eaſe to my Heart, 


No Place can my Milery cure ; 
No Friendſhip a Balm can impart, 
To Sorrows like thoſe I endure. 


No 


[ 9 ] 
8 No Hope can my Anguiſh controul, 
To Misfortune and Sorrow a Slave; 
No Pleaſure can enter my Soul, 
Ah! that I were laid in my Grave. 


Come Reſignation, cheer my wounded Heart, 
\ Ray of Comfort to my Soul impart. 
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FLORIO with Confidence will oft' adyance, 

The World and all therein were made by Chance z 
'0 contradict him, view the Sea and Shore; 

\ 1] teach us Great JEHOVAH to adore: 

ack Tree, each Flower, Birds, Fiſhes, Beaſts and Air, 
all, Rain and Snow, a Maker do declare : 
Maker whom proud Foo ought to fear : 
\ GOD of JUSTICE, to his Foes ſevere. 


On the Death of a CH IL D. 


HY did ſtern Death my Arabell' deſtroy ? 
Her hapleſs Mother's laſt and only Joy. 
hy am I left behind her Loſs to moan ? 
hy died I not ?—But Heaven's high Will be done, 
&t, tho' by Fate's Decree we're doom'd to part, 
he ftill ſurvives in her fond Parent's Heart, 
lay I ſo live, that when I yield my Breath, 
may behold my Darling after Death : 
ith her 1a Joys eternal may I dwell, 
nd never bid my little Saint fareweil, 2 
ft 


( 16 ] 


On a BEE. 


I 7 ON little buſy Labo'rer ſee ; 
The wand ring and induſtrious Bze! 

See how ſhe roves from Bower to Bower, 
And fips: the Sweets of ev ry Flower, 
But ah! on yonder Bough behold 
A Vaſe that's fill'd with liquid Gold ; 
She tafles with Joy the hony'd Store, 
And plunges in to gather more ; 
In vain to leave the Bottle tries ; 
Incumber'd in the Sweets ſhe dies.— 
Alas! too often thoughtleſs Man 
Ads on the ſame deluſive Plan ; 
He taſtes the Joys that Pleaſure gives, 
And that they re dangerous ne'er believes, 
"Till, like the Inſet, want of Care 
Leads the 1aſh Youth into a Snare ; 
Yet to Exceſs purſues his Bliſs, ; 
Till loſt to Virtue, Truth and Pcace.— 
Happy the Mortal, and the Bee, 
Who can their Danger timely ſee, 
And Prudence have the Path to ſhun, 


By which their Brethren were undone. 
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On the MancutsTeR VOLUNTEERS, 


Roceed, heroic Youths, in Virtue's Cauſe, 
Aſert Britannia's Rights, maintain her Laws 

For Britain's Weal e'en lofe your vital Blood, 
And fall with Glory for your Country's Good : 
Or nobly conquering, gain with daring Aim, 
The Paths of Honour and the Paths of Fame. 
You the firſt Regiment, was ſure dclign'd 
To mend the Age and dignify Mankind. 
On MancuesTrR true Courage ſheds her Beams 5 
The eagereſt Town to ſhew the gen'rous Flame, 
And teach its Youths in Honour's Cauſe to dare, 
Midſt Hoſts embattl'd and the Din of War, 
No Cowards Fears their noble Breaſts controul, 
But loyal Ardour fills each gallant Soul :, 

_ Fearleſs they'll tread the hoſtile martial Plain, 
Scorn idle Eaſe, and quell the Fears of Pain, 
Till the proud Spaniard ſhall be well repaid, — 
Ye Guardian Angels be the Heroes Aid, 


SWIFT ſays, that Malice cannot make 
| The Head, the Eye, the Finger ake : 
True,—but it hurts a tenderer Part, 
And deeply wounds the feeling Hearts 


Br 
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The Harebell and Hyacinth blue, - 


I've pluck'd from a neighbouring Grove, 
Becaule they reſemble in Hue, 
The beautiful Eyes of my Love, 


The Roſe now I haſten to ſeek, 

Thro' the Gardens and gay verdant Meads ; 
'Tis the Colour of Dawon's dear Check, 
| Tho' his Bloom ev'ry Flower exceeds, 


The Pea-Bloſſom yields me a Wreath, 
Or the Woodbine that ſcents the Alcove : 
I compare them to Damon's ſweet Breath, 
The Swain whom fo fondly I loye. 


But where, O ye Nymphs, ſhall I roam, 
For an Emblem to picture his Mind : 

Oh! that I can gather at Home, 
Where the ever-green Myrtle I find, 


As Pilgrims bow o'er ſome devoted Shrine, 

So does thy Friend, dear Johnſon, weep o'er thine : 
With Flowers I'll deck the Spot where thou art laid, 
May Peace and Reſt await thy gentle Shade. 


Te 


131 


To FLORELLA. 
|? wang not FrorerLa of thy Bloom, 


For ſoon, too ſvon, Old Age will come ; 
_ Or long before that fatal Time, 
Death may demand Thee in thy Prime ; 
Or Sicknels ſteal thy Charms away : 
Which only lalt a Summer's Day. 
Tis Viitue only can ſupply 
Unfading Charms that never die; 
' Thoſe will adorn you thro' your, Life, 
Eaſe eviy Care and baniſh Strife, 
Then each vain foolith Thought remove, 
And {irive in Virtue to improve ; 
So will FLozuLiLa 5 Beauty laſt 
When Youth and all its Charms are paſt ; 
And when your earthly Joys are fled, 
Aud you are number'd with the Dead, 
In Heav n a pure uulpotted Mind 
Will endleſs Peace and Pleaſure find, — 
dince Virtue only this can give, 
Why will you {till in Folly live : 
Throw, lovely Maid, that Mirror by, 
And learn to live and learn to die, 


Wrote near a COTTAGE. 


[ yon low Cot doth Peace and Corin dwell; 
Virtue and Truth adorn the humble Cell : 


Puig 
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Fair Piety, with all her ſmiling Train, 

Dwelts in the Boſom of the honeſt Swain: 

His Food what Herbs the lofty Mountain yeilds, 
His Drink the Stream which murmurs thro' the Fields; 
For which each Morn and Eve within the Grove, 
With grateful Heart he thanks Almighty Jove, 

Ye who are proud of Pomp may bluſh to hnd, 

A rural Swain poſſeſs a novler Mind, 


Eav'n muſt approve the noble S—b—ne's Mind, 
To ev ry Virtue, ev'ry Good inclin'd ; 

Britain, alas ! would ſoon be ever loſt, 
Did ſhe not Patriots ſuch as S—-b—ne boaſt : 
R—m—d and F—x, in Freedom s Cauſe ſincere, 
And D—n—g: Names to Truth. and Honour dear. 
In vain our haughty Foes may War purſue, 
While Britain s bleſt with Patriots firm and true; 
Wile, loyal, juſt, in GEORGE and Honour's Cauſe, 
Who ſeek not earthly Praiſe but Heay'n's Applaule, 


S O N G. 
N yain proud Spain and fickle France, 
With their perfidious Train, 
'Gainſt Britain's Heroes may advance, 
Youpg Henry rules the Main, 


aſe, 
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That noble Prince; dear gallant Youth; 
By Liberty inſpir d, 

Aided by Virtue, Rodney, Truth, 
By loyal Courage fir'd : 


'Tis he aſſerts Britannia's Cauſe, 
Againſt the daring Foe; | 

He guards our Freedom and our Laws, 
And Spain ſhall overthrow. 


By Hin her Honours blafled are, 
Whilſt Mars direQs his Hand, 
With Him and Rodney, Britons dare 


| And will each Foe withſtand, 


—{ —  , 


A LYar we can never truſt, 
Ecn when they ſay a Thing that's juſt, 


SPRIN G, 
| me blooming Flower, ye Shepherds bring, 


And welcome the returning Spring ! 
Sweet Seaſon, with thy Train advance; 
The mirthful Song, the jocund Dance : 
Hail beauteous Spring! foreyer gay! 
Each Hill, each Valley, owns thy Sway |! 
The Violet ſweet, the Primroſe pale, 


Expand their Beauties thro the Dale; 


The Snowdrop doth its Charms diſcloſe, 
And juſt now peeps the bluſhing Roſe ; 


Again 


ho ———— 
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Anain the Grafs adorns the Fields ; 
Each Buſh a pleaſing Contraſt yeilds : 
The Trees with Leaves again are ſpread ; 
The Cowllip lifts her modeſt Head; 
The azure Harebells blooming throng, 
And every Warbler vies in Song.,— 
Snch are the Charms of blooming May: 
Ah! why mult all theſe Sweets decay ? 
But ſoon, alas! we loſe the Spring ; 

Its Joys deciine on rapid Wing.— 
The Spring of every Op niug Year, 
Like Mortals Summer doth appear ; 

Soon fades the Spring, ſoon droops the Man, 
For fleeting Life is but a Span. 


SUMMER. 


HE ſcorching Heat now reigns around - 

No cheering balmy Breeze 1s ſound ; 
Near yonder Stream the Lambkins firay, 
To ſhun bright So!'s too powerful Ray, 
Whilſt others languiſh in the Meads, 
And panting hang their harmleſs Heads. 
The Shepherd leaves his Cot to dine 
Where ancient Oaks their Arms entwine : 
He feaſts on Cream, on Whey and Curds, 
The paſſing Stream his Drink affords; 
Not e'en his lovely DeLia s Voice, 
Her Shepherd's Boſom can rejoice, | 


He 


| $f.» 5; Ron 
He mourns the ſultry. Heat of Noon, © 
And wiſhes for the ſilver Moon. — | 
The Beauty of each Flower is fled, 
Each languid droops its lovely Head ; 
The Birds in penſive Silence grieve, 
Till comes the .cool Approach of -Evc;; 
No jocund Pipe now charms - the Plaiu, 
Bur dull aud filent every Swain. 


AUTAUM N, 


UTUMN begins her happy Reign, 
£ % And fhow'rs down Plenty o'r the Plain ; 
The luſcious tempting Fruit we lee, 
WWiich-.almoRt bends the Parent-Trece. 
Rickeſt of Scafons! 'AutrvaN hail! 
Thou il () with Blelhings ev'ry Vale ! 
How: buſy yonder Reapers are; 

For Winter's Horrors they prepare; 
A-plenteous Harveſt, lo! they gain, 
And fill the Barns with various Grain; 
The jocund Maſter points the Way, 
The ſmiling Train his Words obey, 
Now their palt Labour te beguile, 
They cheartul fit and ref awhile, 
Fealt on a Toaſt and nut-brown Ale, 
Auending many A merry Tale; 

Mirth Spreads her lively Laugh around, 
With pleating Shouts the Hills reſound : 


i 6 
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Near them the fleecy Lambkins rove, 
Whilſt ev'ry Warbler of the Grove, 
Begin their lively artleſs Strains, 
To charm the rural Nymphs and Swains. — 
How ſweet the Pexch's Bloſſom ſmells; 
The Plumb in Beauty much excels ; 
The pendent Boughs with Apples crown'd, 
And Grapes which almoſt touch the Ground : 
The juicy Pears our Taſtes delight, 
And cluft'ring Filberts pleaſe the Sight. — 
From Hin who does each Bleſſing give, 
Their various Beauties they receive: 
To Him let grateful Man expreſs 
By Songs of Praiſe his Thankfulnels. 


W.-1--N-"F.-E Rs: 


Nwelcome Winter comes with halty Pace, 
And robs the Meads and Groves of ev'ry Grace, 

Where now's the Grafs yon Hills cou d lately boaſt ? 
All whiten'd &'er, ſad Change { with hoary Froſt ; 
No flow'ry Plants upon their Summit grow, 
But all are cover'd with the drifted Snow, 
Inſtead of warbling Birds on yonder Trees, 
The chilling Ificles our Sight diſpleaſe ; 
No more, alas! the gently bubbling Rill, 
Our liſt ning Ears with pleafing Murmurs fill ; 
But froſted o,er ;—again 'tis ſwell'd with Rain, 
And with hoarſe Roarings ruſhes 0 er the Plain : 


Im- 
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JImpatient of 31s former narrow Shore, 

Behold it down the Rock impetnous pour: 

Thro' the green Meads no mote the Lambkins ftray, 
But Tempeſts rough deform each dreary Day.— 
n Scenes like theſe how bleſt the happy Few 

Vho ſmile in Storms, and Wiſdom's Laws purſue 3 
KAnidſt the Thunder's Roar ſerene and calm, 

[ruſt that their. God will ſhelter them from Harm ; 
Vlulft Books and ſocial Friends beguile their Pain, 
[ill WiTtzR flies and SpRING Tetuins again. 


On 0 ROSE. 
JRofuſeft Sweets doſt thou diſcloſe, 
Fav tTite of FLoxa, lovely Roſe! 
0 othcr Flowret is ſo fair; 
0 other can with Thee compare : 
ut ſoon, too ſoon, thy Charms decay ; 
hy Beauty's over with the Day : 
it Morn enchanting to the Sight, 
ut dead and drooping e'er the Night 


et, tho' ſo ſhort thy tranſient Bloom, | 
ou {ull afford a rich Perfume. 


) human Beauty ſoon is paſt ; 
Virtue's Charms for ever laſts. 


L 


OP 


_ To Miſs O——E. 
OU fay, Malilda, fince my Corin's gone, 
\ And'1 anvleft unhappy and alone, 
You fancy F have chang'd my Thoughts of Life, 
And wiſh I nc'er had been a Soldier's Wite: 
You are deceiv'd,. my gentle loving Friend, 
The Army I muſt love till Life ſhall end. 
 T never will complain—Fate may 1elent— 
I'll truſt. in-God and firive to be content. 
Since the ſame Power protects them o'r the Sex, 
A5 now in Britatn guards both: you and me, 
'Midfſt all the Terrors cruel War can rear, 
I'll yeild my Love to-Heav'tr, and check. each Fear, 
GOD, iſ He pleaſes, can my Soldier fave ; 
Many who fight don't find in War a Grave. 
May he courageous prove, and never fly,. 
But rathes. for. fair Freedom bleed'or die, 
' If he be ſlain, oh, Heav'n avert the Thought !: 
He'll die as Soldiers and as Britons ought . 
But if Heav t ſpares my Volunteer's dear Life, 
And fafe returns him. to his hapleſs Wiſe; 
If to his Soul GOD*doth his Grace impart, 
And from. each guilty Thought abſtrat his Heart; 
Grant him Repentance that he may defpiſe. 
Each. looſe Delight, and ſpotleſs Virtue prize, 
What Thanks, what Pray'rs, what Praiſes ſhall I owe, 
To 11. who. ſuccour'd me in ey'ry Woe. 


f:. 


We, 


EF 2x ] ” 
Ow Mr. B-—KE. | 
© 7 E Britons join, and give the juſt Applauſe ; 
To noble B—z, who in Britaunia.'s Cauſe | 
Pleads with an Eloquence almoſt divine :. | 
Merit and matchleſs Senſe in him combine. 
May loyal Emulation: fire each Heart, 
That all Ike him may a& a. Briton's Part ;; 
Like Him their Country's Good alone purſue, 
And keep that ObjeQ ever in their View. 


— u. 


How happy is that Woman's Life,. 

Who was never made a Wife ;. 

Never by a Sot negleQed, 

Never by a Rake ſuſpetted, 

Never by a Gameſter bit, 

Never ſcorn'd, if Spouſe has Wit, 

Never teaz'd with dull Advice, [ 
| Nor aſham'd: of one not wile ; 

She alone taſtes real Joy, 

Which no Tyrant can deſtroy. 


Wrote on a STORMY NIGHT; 
OR one by Birth and Friendfhip dear, 
This ſtormy. Night awakes my Fear, 
And ev ry hollow Blaſt of Wind, 
Raiſes. like Tempeſis in my Mind. 
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Wheree'er my deareſt -Cortn be, . 
O Lozxp, my Hopes repoſe on Thee: 
Tho' Cares for him prevent my Sleepy, 
May he fecurely paſs the Deep, 
A Stranger to my friendly Sighs, 
And ſofteſt Slumbers elofe his Eyes, 

With Heaven's ProteRion ever blecſ, 
| May no rude Storms diſturb his Reſt, — 
Save lim, ye Pow rs, from ev ry Ill, 
| Protect and guard the dear one ſtill; 
When on the Sca or when on Shore, 
Oh! guide him till he be no more; 
Till in the Duſt his Body lies; 
Then may his Soul aſcend the Skies, | 
Where, from each Storm, each Danger free, 


Loxpd, bc he ever ble{t with Thee. 


March 25th, 1778. 
HIS Day in which with Grief I pine, 
This fatal Day firlt gave me birth, 


Twas my Creators Will, not mine, 
That I ſhould ever vilit Eazth. 


And tho' my Hours are ſpent in Woe, 
Yet twenty Years this Day are ceas'd, 
And to my Comfort 'tis I know, 

I (oon ſhall be by Death rcleas'd; 


Then 
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Then hail ! my welcome natal Day, 
To weep vn thee would ſure be wrong, 
Thou ſeal'lt from Life a Year away, 
Nor will that Lite continue long. 


My ardent Prayer, Oh Heaven ! hear, 
That I may fee this Day no more, 

But e er the next revolving Year, 

| My Cares ani Sorrows may be o'er. 


Ye Great, I envy not your Lot, 

But ratner in ſome humble Cort, 
Soine Cave unknown, or molſy Cell, 
With hin I love I wiſh to dell, 


ADieu 70 HorP 8, 


| \Arewell to Peace and Hope, a lonsy Fuavell, 
No more will you in Evvya s Boſyn dwell 


No more delude me with your flatt ring Dreams 


No more deceive me with your airy Schemes. 
Farewell, Falſe Hopt, far from my Breaſt remove, 
| Leave me to Sorrow, and to injur d Lore. 

Sedac'd by Thee, I priz'd a lovely Youth, 


And by thy Arts believ d his Vows for I'ruth ; 


But now forſaken aud alone I rove 


Thro' Meads, thro Gardens, or the lonely Grove; 


There vent my Sorrows, tell now I'm oppreſt, 
And wiſh in vain my former Eaſe and Reft. 
No Picaſure noiy or Comfort do I viewz 
Deceitiul Hors ſor-ever more AD 16D 
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Long has BRITANNIA reign'd with matchleſs Fame, 
No Foe (o proud but fear'd her awful Name: 
Shall then perfidious France her Power deride ? 
Rouſe Britons, zoule, and check the Boaſter's Pride: 
Ne'er let it be of fam'd Old England ſaid, 
The French or Spanierd fill'd her Sons with Dread : 
Riſe and to Arms, prepare the Sword and Shield, 
And to chaſltiſe their Folly take the Field, 


Ss O N 6. 


T. 
F?2 conquer Gld England the Dons ſent a Fleet, 


But chanc d in their Way the brave Rodney to 
mect ; 
Young Henry was with him, Bellona and Mars, 
Who always attend on our true Brikb Tars 
| IT, 
With Horror the Tidmgs are heard in proud Sþain, 
Their Fleets are all -conquer d or loſt in the Main; 
Good Heav'n ! cry the Dons, * Who-our Ships could 
+ deſtroy; 
The Anſwer is ſhort, * *T'was a gallant young Boy. 
II. I 
| The News with freſh Anguiſh the Spaniards confound, 
AQur Prince's dear Name ſtrikes new [error around, 
They figh and look pale, and declare with a Groan, 
S$rilannia muſt conquer, young Henry's her own. 


No 
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| IV. 
No Hope there remains of ſubduing a Land, 
Where Boys like old Heroes can bear the Command 
'Gainſt Britain therefore 'tis in vain to contend, 
Since Children their Freedom and Fleets can defend, 


V. 
O Shame to our Foes, that a Youth ſhould diſgrace, 


And conquer the Chief of their haughty proud Race ; 
In vain in their Numbers the Spaniards conhde, 


Since Henry and Rodney have Heay'n on their Side. j 


To the Meadows I'll tell all my Pain, 
And eact. hidden Sorrow diſcloſe, 
Lament the fad Loſs of my Swain, 


.And weep o'er my numerous Woes, 


To the Willows I'll too tell my Tale, 
How the Shepherd I loved ſo well, 

Has left me his Abſence to wail, 

| And bid me for-ever farewell. 


Ah: why did I truft the falſe Swain 5 

+ | Yet could I ſuſpe@t his Deceit ; | 

So well did he counterfeit Pain, 
Could I think all his Vows were a Cheat, 


To Sorrow and Anguiſh a Slave, 
No Hopes of Contentment 1 ſee, 

I with I was laid in the Grave, 
That alone can give Refuge to me. 


D 
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| On Colonel B—-rR—ex. 
Britannia boaſts the gallant B—n—x's Name : 
Her favorite Son, —Go tell his Praiſes Fame. 
Tho' none to do him Juſtice can aſpire, 
Yet all his loyal Virtue muſt admire. 


To Miſs W T. 


OY, Joy to my Delia, this Day Hymen s Bands, 
Will join gentle Laura and Celadon's Hands ; 
Their Hands and their Hearts will together be given, 

Oh may they be bleſt with the Favor of Heaven, 


Come aid me, my Delia, our Friendſhip to ſhew, 
Let us make a gay Chaplet for Laura's fair Brow, 
Bring the innocent Primroſe, the Myrtle ſo green, 
Let the Violet and Pink in our Garland be ſeen. 


The gold-colour'd Crocus, the Hyacinth blue, 

The Jonquil, and Lilly ſo ſnowy of Hue, 

The gay Polyanthus, the Kingcup and Roſe, 
The Carnation and Wallflower their Beauties diſcloſe, 


The Garland is made, but ſure all muſt agree, 

No Flowret fo lovely as Laura we ſee, 

With a gay azure Ribbon the Stalks now I ll tye, 
Aud to give it fair Laura my Delia (hall hye, 
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$2y, lovely Peace, why doſt thou ftill refuſe, 

Thy humble Suppliant's ardent carneft Prayer ;\ 

Doſt thou diſdain to bleſs my humble Muſe, ; 
Muſt tedious Lile roll on in ſad Deſpair, 


Once I was bleſt, but ah! that Time is o'er, 
My Friend is dead and Pleaſure is no more : 
Mem'ry be gone, thou but to me conveys, 

Paſt Scenes of Joy and envied happy Days : 
When Love I knew not, of my Friend poſleſs'd, 
Contentment {:x*d her Seat in Emma's Breaſt ; 
But Foknſon dead, to Peace I ll bid adiey, 

And injur'd Love does all my Woes renew; 
Now and for-ever muſt my Tears be ſhed, 

Till, like my Henrietta, I am dead. 

Im tir'd of Life, O Death, thy Work compleat 
Let me in thee obtain a ſure Retreat 

From all the Pains and Sorrows which I prove, 
From hapleſs Friendſhip and negleQted Love. 

O gracious Gov, for Death my Soul prepare, 
And deiga to take me to thy holy Care, 


On Sir Jostpn M——y, 
Hail, generons M—z—y, whoſe peculiar Care, 
Is-to prote&t this Land from every Snare ; 
Thy wondrous Worth thy Country long hag proy d, 
For ever be thy Name revered and. loy & 
Da 
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Ah! why muſt they who bravely bled 
For Britain, know the Want of Bread, 
And keeneft Ills endure : 
Sure they who braved the Battle's Woe, 
And ruſhed impetuous on the Foe, 
From Want ſhould be ſecure.- 


In youthful Bloom their Portion's ſcant, 
For 'tis but little Soldiers want, 

And when o'ertook by Age, 
With crippled Arm, or wooden Leg, 
Say 1s it fit the Heroes beg: 

Anſwer ye Wile aud Sage. 


Ye Heavenly Powers ! ProteRtors of the Brave ! 
In ev'ry Storm the RoraL Sailog ſave; 
His blooming Hopes may no Diſaſter croſs, | 
Nor Britain mourn the lovely Youth's ſad loſs: 
Secur'd from every Danger, every Ill, 
Prote&, O Lord, the Biþ Sailors flill : 
Safe in their Cabbins let the Wanderers fleep ; 
Be thou their mighty Guardian o'er the Deep, 
And if thcir Foes they meet amidſt the War, 
May Biitain's Heroes be each Angel's Care.— 
Scatter our Enemies, prote& our Fleet, 
And grant we with Succeſs may ever meet. 

| Fair 4/bjon oace unrival'd rul'd the Main : 
Soon may thoſe kappy Days return again. 


( 29 } 
To Miſs O——e. 


EAR Matilda, prithee haſte, 
Wed or elſe a Mid you'll die, 
Think how taſt your Minutes waſte, 
And how ſoon your Bloom muſt fly. 


Five-an1 twenty Years, my Dear, 
Have this Day ro:1d oer your Head ; 
Deareſt O——£8, for you 1 fear; | 

When do you iutend to wed. 


Sare it muſt be wondrous ſtrange, 
Ugly Apes to lead below, 

Ever more with them to range, 
I ſhould hate it much I vow. 


But, perhaps, my Friend may aſk, 

| Does not EMMA this Truth prove, 
To do that's a better Ta{k 

Than to be led by Apes above. 


If this Argument you uſe, 
I muſt own, my Friend, I've done; 

I your Fate would rather chooſe, 

And my own delire to ſhun, 


3] 


On ſeeing a Number of poor People relieved at 
the Duke of MoxnTacue's Gate. 

RITONS rejoice, that now, to mend the Time, 

| When Charity is almoſt deem d a Crime; 
When idle Toys ſo much the Great engage, 
A MoxTacuz appears to bleſs the Age, 
Heaven ſpare our Monarch s Life, but when he dies, 
And his pure Soul aſcends above the Skies, 
To calm Britanuia s Woe and piercing Grief, 
Aud for ſo great a Loſs give ſome Relief, 
ghe muſt reflet, ill blelt will be her Clime, 
In One bred up by Hun who knows no Crime. — 
Our Sov'reign's Wiſdom in his Choice is known, 
W hers matchleſs Worth his greateſt Foes muſt own, 
And to his SubjeQts aCts a Father's Part, 
When MonTacusz forms his Sycceſſor's Heart, 
To MoxTtaAGvus as every Virtue given, 
| Each Gift, each Merit that lays claim to Heaven, 
Of Titles, Pomp, nor gaudy Splendor proud, 
He ſhares his Wealth amonglt yoa helpleſs Crowd, 
Who fill'd with grateful Joy impatient wait 
The Opening of his hoſpitable Gate : 
Long may he be of every Bliſs pofleſs'd, 
Nor Pain nor Sorrow touch his generous Breaſt : 
Long may his wondrous Worth be known to Fame, 
And Ages yet unborn revere his Name. — 
Tis not the flimſey Pomp of Rank or State, 
Tis Charity which makes Him truly Great 3 
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His Joy it is to cheer the Heart of Wor, ' 

The pureſt Bliſs permitted while below. 

Hail, MonTAGvuE ! to Truth and Wiſdom dear, 
Deeds ſuch as thine beſt dignify the Peer ; 

Thou art the Nation's Glory and its Prop, 

The Widows, Orphans Joy, the Strangers Hope. 
Others may boaſt their ſounding Names, but you 
Make higheſt Titles in their Worth ſeem low. 

In antient Times, when GoD was wrath, we read, 
His pious Servant, humbly kneeling, ſaid, 

* Lord, wilt Thou then this dreadful Vengeance takty 
* O ſpare the Wicked for the Righteous ſake ;' 

So had our Heavenly King in Britain ſeen, 

Ten like Thyſelf, our Troubles ne'er had been : 
Would other Peers by Thee Example take, 

And every Folly, every Vice forſake, 

Peace would again return to Albion's Iſle, 

And Heayen indulgent on her Children ſmile. 


|= ——— — 


To Thee, my Gon, in every Woe and Grief, 
Do I addreſs myſelf, and find Relief : 

As thou art wont, O deign my Prayer to hear, 
Without Thy Aid poor Mortals muſt deſpait ; 
My cruel Wanderer guard from ev ry Ill, 

Prote@ and keep him, LoxD, in Safety ftill : 
Accept my Prayers for Him : Theſe Tears I weep 
Waen every peaceiul Eye 1s cloſed in Sleep, — 
As I forgive him, O forgive him, Lord, 

And turn his Heart to ſeek Thy Holy Word, 


( 32 ] 
For Jonnsox's Loſs, 1ill Death, muſt Emu a mourn, 
She's left this World, and will no more return : 
In early Infancy our Hearts were twin'd, 
By ſacred Friendſhip even in Chi:dhood join d 
As Years increas'd, ſo {lil increas'd our Love, 
Which Death itſelf can't from my Breaſt remove 
For 'till the Time appears which marks my End, 
I'll mourn thy Loſs, my gentle, lovely Friend. 
Oh ! may the Hour which joins us ſoon arrive, 
I'm tir'd of Grief, nor longer wiſh to liye, 


On M—j-r H—r—t, 
T2 H—f—l''s Worth no Tongue can tell, 
I love upon his Praiſe to dwell ; 

To paint his noble, gen'rous Mind, 
14is Heart which feels for all Mankind. 
B—ll—nge I know 1s good and brave, 
To no mean Paſſion e'er a Slave; 
Ay—t—n's good-humour'd, loyal, kind, 
Of Soul ſincere and candid Mind ; 
D—h—/ from every Vice is free, 

The ſame good Cl —— es is faid of thee; 
| R—w—y each Danger doth deſpiſe; 
B —w—th is gentle, brave, and wiſe ; 
But in the gallant M-j-r's Mind 
Are theſe heroic Virtues join'd, ——— 
To him each earthly Joy be given, 
And endleſs Happineſs in Heaven. 


3-333 
Acroſtick on Mr, 


G-reat Power to whom united Nations bend, 

)-h ſave the lovely Wanderer and befriend ; 

-end not my Heart with Loſs of him, but give 

-t1i&t Charge to the rude Winds that he may ices © 
-hrough every Danger, and ſafe home arrive. 


On the Dutcheſs of D=v—snire, 


INCE every Beauty of the Mind, 
A fauhileſs Form and. Face, 
In fair Devonlta are combin'd, 


How. juſt her Title GRACE. 


Each Nymph with Venus is emoll'd, 
Or takes Minerva s Place, 

A fairer, wiſer Nymph behold 
In DeEvon's blooming GRACE. 


'The Mcmory of the Cyprian Queen, 
Let brigliter Charms eflace, 
And much ſuperior Charms are ſeen 


In her inchanting GRACE. 


Let Pallas yield fair Wiſdom's Prize, 
To one of 7aribrough's Race, 

None boaſts ſuch Wir, ſuch [parkiing Eyes, 
As fair Dzvoxlas GRACE. | 
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Brave Rodney's Soul no Danger can appall, 
Alike he ſ{corns the Spaniard and the Gar; 


A4beria mourn, and faithlels Gallia weep, 
Britain will ever rule the mighty Deep. 

Our youthful Prince and Rodney's loyal Band, 
Will Triumph fix on Aon's happv Land. 


Intended for Exna's Epitaph. 
Now free'd from earthly Care in Duſt I lic; 
You view my Grave with an indifferent Eye, 
Read o'er my Name perhaps with careleſs Air, 
Nor on my Aſhes drop one friendly Tear. — 


May Heaven your Soul with fo much Worth ſupply, 
That all the World may grieve when you ſhall dic. 


The Royal CHARLOTTE's fsee from Vice or Pride, 
Virtue does all the Fair One's Ations guide ; | 
Tho in a Palace, not aſham'd to prove, | 
The tender Care of fond maternal Love. 

- Behold her with her ſmiling Prattlers round! 

Say where on Earth ſo rare a Sight is ſound. 

Each blooming Cherub may kind Heaven ſpare, 

To bleſs their Royal Mother's tender Care. 
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Splendor, Wit, nor noble Bixtlt, 
Can our lateſt Hour delay, 

We muſt mix again with Earth, 
Theu prepare for that dread Day. 


Thoſe who Honor's Laws deſpiſe, 
Heroes who their Country grace z: 
The Graveit and the Gayeſt dies, 
The faireſt and the ſouleſt Face, 


Virtue alone true Joys Can give, 
Virtuz 's Children neer expire, 
But in Bliſs will ever live; 
Seck then Virtue's ſacred Fire, 


To Miſs G 


N, 


On her ſaying jhe was ſurprized to ſee the Authoreſs 


low-ſpirited. 


Is it ſtrange, dear Mol/y, my Spirits are loſt, 


In Love and in Friendſhip and Fortune I'm crofs'd, 
My Child too is dead, of my arr I m bereft ; 
You might wonder indeed was my Gaiery leſt, 


O how ſweet the Shepherd's Life, 
Stranger to all Nolſe or Strile; 
With the Fair. he loves he's bleſt, 
Enjoying Peace, Conten?!, and Reſt: 
FE 2 
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Pickle Fortune's wanton Smile, 
Never can his Joys beguwle; 

Ne'er to him a Change is known ' 
By her Favor or her Frown. — 


See yon rural Pair, who prove 
Conſtincy and mntual Love : 
See them wander o'er the Fields, 
Where blooming Flowers their Fragrance yeilds, 
O'er the Valleys, Meads, and Rocks, 
See them tend- their ſnowy Flocks : 
Where they lead they chearful go, 
Void of Care or Pain or Woes 
Ne'cr by envious Hate diftreſt, - 
Calumny ne er breaks their Reſt ; 
Still content to live or die, 


Conſcions Guilt ne'er makes. them figh. 


Fo Miſs _H--rR—s. 
Ib a fair Face let other Nymphs excel, 
Thy Boaſt, dear Maid, is bearing Sorrow well : 


From Nature doth a beauteous Form proceed, 
But Fortitude like thine is Worth indeed, 


Alas! how oft” within this ſhady Grove, 
Where Lambkins play and lovely Flowers blow, 
Has faithleſs Corin vow'd he'd conſtant prove, 
'T3l Birds forgpt to.fiug ani Streams to flow. 
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How oft” has he the warmeſt Flame profeſt, 
And told his flatt'ring too perſuaſive Tale, 


Till his ſoft Words had won my eaſy Breaſt, 
_ To-flight for him young Strephon of the Dale. 


Say why, inconſtant Swain, didfſt thou deceive 
A Heart devoted all to Love and Thee; 

Why did I cer thy ſoothing Words believe, 
Why with another does my Corin flee ? 


Ah, hapleſs Day ! when at the rural Dance, 

The fair Femima firſt approach'd the Green, 
How did my Shepherd gaze at her Advance, 
And vow'd the Nymph excell'd the Cyprian Queen... 


Deluded Youth, I fear too ſoon you'll prove, 
No Vows of Truth the fair Coquet can bind ; 

Too late you'll with'you'd priz*'d your Emma's Love, 
Whoſe ouly Beauty is a conſtant Mind. 


To DAMON. 


AY, gentle Damon, if in buſy Day,. 
A Thought of Emma's Sorrows can intrude, 
To Me does Mem'ry ever kindly flray, 
Do'ſt thou e'er think of my ſad Solitude, 
Or if when on thy Pillow's Down reclin'd, 
Does Fancy ever wing its airy Flight; 
Say is. thy Emma preſent to thy Mind, 
Who thinks of Thee from Mon wll gloomy Night«- 


[381] 
On the Death of Capt. R—n—D.- 
F manly Beauty and a Soul ſincere, 

If every Virtue which the Heart holds dear ; 
Tf fineſt Senſe, without conceited Pride, | 
- Could ſave from Death, dear R—1—b had not dyd. 
R—14—D the Good, the Gentle, and the Brave, 

At Inverleith has found an early Grave, — 


- Peace to his gentle Shade and endleſs Reſt, 
With every Heav'nly Good may he be bleſt. 


May Peace and Health attend B—g—e and Flowrets: - 
{trew his Road, 


And when he mult depart this Life may Heaven be his + 
Abode, 


There, freed from ev'y envious Foe, to pureR Joys 
he'll riſe, 


With his Creator's Favor bleſs'd in Holy Paradiſe. 


nd 


No longer of Love will I fing, 
- Or to Corin addreſs my fond Lays, 
I'll tell the Delights of the Spring, 
And the bountiful Giver will praife, 
Be thankful and humble O Man, 
Each Good does Jrnovan afford, 
| With Flowers he firews this ſhort Span, 
The greateſi of Kings is ' the Lozo, 
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; Each Hill and each Meadow is Bay, 

Adorn d with the faireſt of Flowers, 

- The Warblers all ſing on the Spray, 

On us GOD each Benefit ſhowers : 

He ſends in due Seaſon the Rain, 

And the Earth gives her Fruit in rich Hoards 
| For the Flowers, the Herbs, and the Grain, 

We will praiſe Thee, O Mightieſt of Lor Ds. 


| The Lambkins now frolick and play, 
And charm with their iunocent Bleat, 
'Tis their Maker who bids them be gay, 
Ana His Praiſes they ſtrive to repeat : 
_ Hark, yon Linnet, whole {weet-warbling "Throat, 
A Leſfon moſt uſeful allords, | 
, He praiſes his GOD in cach Note, 
His ſweeteſt of Songs are the Lozp's. 


| Each Fiſh, every Stream, ard each Tree, 
Each Inſect, and ev'ry green Leaf, 
_ All owe their rich Beauties to Thee, 
And may flrengthen thy-Servants Belief : 
To Thee all our Beings we owe, 
By Thee, Earth with Wonders is flor'd, 
All join Thy great Wiſdom to ſhox, 
All we have we receive from the Lozy, 


| Thou gav ft his rich Beams to the Sun, 
Thou commandeſt pale Luna to ſhine, 
As You order each Planet muſt run, 


The Stars own therr Maker divine : 
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Thou ſpeak'ſt and the Day ſwiftly ' flies, 
The Evening appears at Thy Word, 
"You nod and the Moraing muſt riſe, 
Obeying the Will of the Loap. 


Since each Good He on Man doth beſtory, 
To His Glory an Altar we'll raiſe, 
Whule our Boſums with Gratitude glow, 
We'll fivg pious Songs in His Praiſe. 
He guards us in Darkneſs and Sleep, 
And blefles each temperate Board, 
His Servants in Safety will keep ; 
All GLORY and PRAISE to the LORD! 


To Miſs O——x, 
On the . Death of her MoTHER. 


4 Loſs like this demands a plaintive Mule, 
Whoſe ſoothing Song our piercing Anguiſh turns 
E To uſeful Thonght, ——Say, can the Nine refuſe 


| 
F 
| 


To aid the Strain when fair Matilda mourns. 
To the lov'd Mem ry of a Parent dear, 
See the ſweet, Mourner drop the duteous Tear. 


Come, ſacred Friendſhip, thine's the Service due, 
'With fofteft Sounds to eaſe the drooping Heart, 
'Bleſt Office, well becoming Friendſhip true, 
To lighten Griet and Comtort to impart ; 
Guide thou my Pen, 1mpreſs each well-meant Line 
In her dear Mind, whoſe every Care is mine, 


[4 } 
Fair Wiſdom beam'd in god Honoria's Mind, 
Her Temper humble, gentle and ſerene, 
Her Heart felt ey' Ty Woe of Human-kind, 
Fach ſocial Virtue in her Life was ſeen : ; 
Conſcience her lateſt Moments did befriend, 
And Reſignation crown'd her happy End, 


But ſay, my Muſe, what 'tis for ſuch to die; 
Is it, O painful Thought! to be ne more} 
Muſt they amidſt the Duſt for evet lie; 
Muſt we for ever their ſad Loſs deplore: 
Oh no, fair Virtue's Children neyer die; 
Religion leads to Immortality. 


| Invocation to MELANCHOLY, 


He MzeLAncaxoLly! ſober Gueſt! 

Come fix. thy Seat in Eun a''s Breaſt 3 

Far from my Joul be worldly Joys, 

Which ev'ry fickle Change deſtroys. 

In ſome far diftant lonely Cell, 

With thee, ſweet Nymph, would Ex Aa dwell; 
Nor would I cer return again 

To Towns or buſy Haunts of Men. 


MC _— > F%. _ 


Ye Virgins attend to my Lay, 

| And join me in blaming my Swainz 

Who leaves me to Sorrow a Prey, 
And flies to a far diſtant Plain; 


F 
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| If You ever would lift to my Song, 
If my Being you wiſh to prolong, 
Athſt me in finding my Dear. 


— 


| It my Friendſhip is worthy your Care, 
| 
| 


This Day gentle Colin's ſoft Woes are all o'er, 
p The Prieſt makes fair Clos his own, 
His Paſſion negleQed he now ſees no more, 
But's bleſt as the King on his Throne. 


May Hymen this Couple thro' Life ſtill befriend, 
And guard them from eyery Snare ; | 
May Bliſs and Content on their Footſteps attend, 
And free them from Sorrow and Catc. 


Cm— \, ns ——_—_—_—— 


Was I woo'd to be the Bride 

| Off fome glorions Eaſtern King, 

T'd not leave my Damon's Side : 
He, whoſe Praiſe ſo oft' I fing, 


Could I for my faithful Heart, 
All the Wealth of Ind:a gain, 

From my Love I would not part, 
Or give Damon's Boſom Pain, 


Jewels ſparkling like the Morn, 
Could not give a Joy to me, 
Tho' they might my Drefs adorn, 

Was I, Danwn, torn from Thee, 
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Could the World become my Prize, 
Tf my faithful Swain I'd ſhun, 
J'd the tempting Bait deſpiſe, 
Nor from Damon s Arms be won. 


What is Grandeur, what is Wealth, 
Which the World ſo much approve, 
All I wiſh 1s Peace and Health, 
Orme's fond Friendſhip, Daman's Love, 


I'm tir d of Life, and Life's deluſive Joys z 
The Pleaſure here my ficken'd Fancy cloys ; 
Bliſs in a better World I hope to have, 

Put none expe& while on this Side the Graye, 


To Miſs O-—— x 
2 Heatena hog where-ever I tray, 
| All praiſe thee my ever-dear Fricad : 
Reſent not this Paſtoral Lay, 
Our Swains never mean to offend, 
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Your Eyes as the Dew-Drop are bright, 
Young Daphnis will often declare ; 

Your Neck than the Lilly more white, 
With Roſes your Cheeks may compare, 


To the Cherry he points fax your Lip, 
And cries was I chang'd to a Bee, 
No Flowers no Herbs would I ſip, 
The Mouth of Matilda for me, 
F 2 
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Such Hands, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Mien, 
Such Wit and a Soul fo refin'd, 
- Since the Days of the Cyprian Queen, 


Were never in one ſure combin d, 


—— _ 
A. 
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Then cruel: Matilda relent, 
And baniſh your Coynels and Pride, 
Or too late my dear Friend may repent, 
When for her young Daþphnis has died- 


Fly ſwift ye Hours, ye Minutes faſter move, 
'Till I again behold my gentle Love. 
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\HE Sun retires, and now approaches Night, 
To charm the World fair Luna's Beams appear, k 
And Stars unnumber d, grand Majeſtick Sight ! 
Eyc's the fit Seaſon for the Lover s Tear. 


Hail ſober Evening ! hail the midnight Gloom ! 
More pleaſing to my Sight than jocund Day, 

How ſweet to ſcent the Roſe's rich Perfume, 
And view its Beauties by bright Zuna's Ray, 


The Shepherd fleeps beneath his humble Cot, 
No racking Cares difturb his calm Repole ; 
His Delia's Cruelty is now forgot, 
But Sleep abandons hapleſs Exna's Woes, 


: 
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What language ſhall I find to ſhew my Gricf, 
Or how my anxious Cares and S :rrow:s tell : 
Come, © tedious Death, aud give thy blelt Relief, 
Ah, wou'd for me was toll d yon midnight Bell, 


Hark! there's the Screech-Ow!l, Bird of ſullen Note! 
She ſcreams aloud her Sorrows to the Night; 

Not all the direful Horrors of thy "Throat, 
Can the fad Breaſt of Miſery affright, 


Sweet ta my Ears as is the Lark's {hrill Voice, 
Or as the tuneful Thruſh's mirthful Strain ; 
Thoſe could not make my wounded Breaſt rejoice, 
For Sounds like thine ſuit bet with Eaaa's Pain, 


How vain is Eloquence to conquer Love, 
My Dawon till Life ends I mult adore; 
Stern Prudence chides, her Reafous I approve: 
I ſee the dear one, and I love him more. 


His Heart I aſh not, would he be my Friend, 

Grief would not blaſt me in Life's early Bloom 
But if he ſcorns ſoft -Pity to extend, 

Prepare, ye gentle Nymphs, your Emma's Tomb. 


And that my hepleſs Paffion may be known, 
That fatal Flame which vought on Earth could cure, 

Write this ſhort Verſe npon the humble Stone, 
That all may ſhun the Ills I now endure. 


{+ Here doth the hapleſs injir qd Exxa fleep, 
*© A Prey to ſlighted Love and fad Deſpair ! 
Ah! view her early Grave, ye Fur, and weep 3 
** Give to her Wocs a ſym} athizing Tear,” 


/ 


46 ] 
Then, when all Life from Ext a's Breaſt is fled, 
My Fate may raiſe Compaſſion in my Swain, 
And if he weeps when in the Duſt I m laid, 
My Shade will reſt in Peace, nar c er complain, 


On hearins Miſs F=—pyct ſings 
WEET are thy Notes inchanting Plilomel, 
But Stella's vocal Powers c'en thine excel. 
No more [']l liſt to thee in ſober Night, 
Dear Slella's Voice affords me more Delight: 
| Ceaſe then thy rival Song, ſweet Mourner, ceaſe, 
My loyclyFiiend can charm the World to Peace, 


To DaMoON. 
O other can my Heart ſubdue, 
To Love and gentle Damon true : 
= Hanan the deareſt, lovelieſt Swain 
That cer adoin'd the verdant Plain ; 
With him in humble Cot or Cell, 
Contented would his Emma dwell ; 
With him could in a Foreſt reſt, 
Tf he was near, ſecure and bleſt, 
No other Swain T 11 ever love, | 
But conſtant to my Damon prove, 


Heaven requires a Readfalt Heart, 

In which no Evil bears a part; 

Yet may the Soul that gives Offence 
| Be cleard again by Penitence ; 

And like the Snow be pure and whue, 
And pleaſing in its Maker s Sight. 
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yams fair Syz1NG again adorns the Plain, 
And Flora ſcatters Flowers for every Swain } 
The bluſhing Roſe, with which no Flower can viez 
The gaudy Tulip's Colours pleaſe the Eye: 

See by yon Hedge the humble Violet blow, 
Whilſt round the Banks the ſcarlet Poppies glow ; 
The Daffodils and Ptimroſes delight, 

And Jeſſamine inchants both Smeil and Sight: 
The modeſt Lilly 6f the Vale appears, 

And fair Auricula in dewy Tears ; 

The Beau Ranuncula come forth moſt gay, 

And bright Ancmonies their Charms diſplay: 

The ſnowy Lilly ſcents the verdant Dalz, 

And dappled Pinks enrich the paſling Gale; 
Carnations, Cowſlips, Daiſies, all unite 

Their various Hues to pleaſe the Gazer's Sights 
Of thele will Emma a gay Garland make, 
Damon will prize it for his Emma's Sake: 
With him 1'l1 fondly rove, and join to ting 
Praiſe to Jznovan for inchanting SeuinG, 


To Damon 
When ſhall I ſee Thee, gentle, generous Youth; 


I 
Poſleſs d of Honour, Conſtancy, and Truth : 
So in wy Mind I fondly picture Thee, 


True as Myſelf, and as I'll ever be; 
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To DAMON. 


VURE Emma loves her gentle Damon more 

Than any Nymph a Shepherd lov'd before: 

More than our Sovereign doth his SubjeQs love, 

More than the good fait Charlolte's Deeds approve; 

More than the Royal Henry loves to fight; 

Or Saville does in generous As delight z 

More than wile Barre hates a venal Slave, 

Or Shelburne withes Albion's Ile to ſave; 

More than 1y/ander loves liis onl y Son, 

More than brave Clinton loves a Battle won; 

More than the Spaniards love. a boaſting Story; 

More than Cornwallis prizes England's Glory z 

More than falſe Gallia ſcorns each Law divine, 

And more than Heaven applauds the brave Burgopne j 

More than his Country's Good can Richmond move, 

Or Rockingham fair Freedom s Caule approve; | 

More than the witty Dunning charms the Ear, 

And more than Mawbey holds Britaxnia dear ; 

More than the artful Dutchman is deſpilcd, 

Or Nature's Beauties are by Lever priz'd ; 

More than dear Burke adlieres to Britain's Cauſe; 

Or noble Afoxtague to Virtue's Laws ; 

More than the caudid Fox abhors Diſguiſe, 

More than the World my Damon's Love I prize, 
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To Miſs W——t. 


OU ſay you wiſh to know a Cure for Care: 
The ſoothing Balm is found in ardent Prayer $ 
Trufting in Gop can heal ſeverefſt Grief . 
His Mercy bcſt affords the wiſh d Relief : 
Be patient aud relignd, on Heaven depend, 
Aud ſoon you'll tind your God the trueſt Friend : 
Far from your Brealt let ſad Deſpair be driven, _ 
And hope for happier Days from bountcous Heaven. 


Alieu to Peace, no more my Muſe ſhall ing, 
The various Beauties of inchauting Spring ; 
My only Subject now, alas! mult be 

Of cruel Fate that parts my Love and me, 


No more the blooming Flowers can yield Delight, 
Nor jocund Morn, nor peaceful ſober Night ; 
No Obje&t now can kill my Mind with Glee, 
Since cruel Fortune parts my Love and Mc. 


No Joy I feel fince lovely Damon's gone, 
I wander thro' the ſhady Grove alone, 

With Sorrow every pleaſing Place I ſee, 
O Fortune, {oor retura my Loye to me. 


[ 9 ] 


On CONTENTMENCT. 


ſ TAIL fiveet Content ! bleſt Source of Peace ! 
EK Whoſe Preſence makes. each Sorrow ceaſe, 
And {ooths. the - Brow of Care ; 
Say, in what Climate is thy. Home ; 
O ſay, that I may quickly roam, 
And fly from fad -Deſpair. 
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In vain the purple Tide of Health 
May paiut the Virgiti's Cheek ; 
The Shepherd views with Scorn his Cot, 

The wretched Courtier hates his Lot, 


If thou art ftill to ſeek! 


But bleſt with Thee, een Pain can charm, 

Thy Aid can Death 's ſharp Sting diſarm, 
All Woes. before thee fly: _ 

'Thou in the guiltleſs Breaſt will tay, 

Nor leave them when they quit this Clay, 
But waft them to the Sky. 


On the Death of Capt. Wm | 


EGIN my .artleſs Muſe thy humble Verſe, 
Young Edwin s Vatues and his Death rehearſe, 
Tell how he hore with Patience all his Woes, 
Til: Death arriv'd and gaye the wiſh d Repole : 
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With racking Pain and i injur'd Love oppreſl, 
He murmur'd not, but wiſh'd to be at ReRi. 
Bleſt be his Soul, his Mem' ry will L keep 
Within my Breaſt 'till ja the Grave L ſleep. 


Torn whilſt T ſmart the Child of Sorrow here, 

Thy gracions Aid unto my Soul impart, 

To heal each Woe and check:each riſing: Tear, 
And with thy bleſs'd Affiſtance cheer my Heart ; 

Tien tho' around me Storms and Tempeſts threat, 
Tho' l experience {harp Aſftition's Rod, 

My Hopes ſhall riſe to thy eternal Seat, 
And my- glad Soul conſfide'in Thee wy GoÞ. 


Let none depend on youthful Bloom ; 
The budding Flower oft feeds the Tomb; 
The Child-arit Parent both muſt die, 
Alike muſt meet Eternity : 

The preſcnt Moment therefore prize, 

You perhaps may be the next that dies, 


On MI1RTH. 

mop of Tranſport! Foe to ſad Deſpair : 

Thou Friend to Joy, thou Baniſher of Care. 
How ſhall the Muſe thy wondrous Charms diſplay, 
Or paint thee as thou ſhin' ſt, in Colours gay : 
By thee a Change 1n every Objec's made, 
Fich Hill, each Dale, in livelicr Green's array 4 ; 
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The Streams by thee in ſofter Murmurs flow; 
When thou art near the Flowers fairer blow : 

Pain at thy Preſence feels a tranſient Eaſe, 

Thy gay Approach can make a Dcfart pleafe : 
Chains loſe their Weight, and pining Pover»y 
Aſſumes a Smile whene'er ſhe meets with thee. 
Hence then pale Sorrow, hence corrading Care, 
Let every guiltleſs Soul for Mirth prepare; 

For harmleſs Mirth ſuch Joy, ſach Pleaſure brings, 
As far excels the thorny Paths of Kings. 


PARRSIEES comnntit® co—_—_ 

Since once to die is ev ry Mortal's Fate, 
May all repent their Sins c'er 115 too late, 
Leſt we experience the eternal Rod, 


And feel the Vengeance of an angry God. 


—— — 


I range thro' the Meadows in Woe, 
Or to the low Vallics repair, 

No Peace or Comtentment I kvow, 
Alas!. I am doom'd to Deſpair. 

No Nymph was ſo happy or gay, 

| II wiſk'd not for Splendor or State, 

When with Damon I paſs'd the long Day 
I pity'd the Rich and the Great. 

But now ſal and penlive I walk, 

| And whilſt I each Miſery feel, 

To the Streams and the Lambkins T talk, 

And none of my Soxrows conceal, 
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No more de LI join in the Song, 
For loft is the Joy of my Heart, 
My Hours in Griet paſs along ; 
Ah! Damon why did{t thvu depart, 


Adieu my Babe, adicu my Arabe!', 

Thou knew no Sin, and now in Heaven doth dwell ; 
Thy Lot I envy, oh ! my happy child ' 

Whom Sin {cduced not, nor whom Fraud beguil'd. 


On Envy. 
ENCE. Ciild of Malice, chearful Virtue's Foe, 
Who robs Contentment of her golden Crown J 
| No more in Man's unhappy Boſom glow, 
Thou Enemy to Honor and Renown. 


Hence to the Shades below, from Earth depart, 


An leave the chearful Realms of Peace aud Day; 
Ne er faint a loyal generous Briton's Heart, 


Nor by thy Falſhoods make our Joys decay. 


But if on Earth thou Riiil a Home muſt fiud, 


Yet ſtain not with thy Crimes fair 4/bion's Name, 
Dwell in a Gallic or Iberian Mind, 


But rob not-us of Happineſs or Fame. 


Let Truth the gentle Virgin's Woith reveal, 


Ceaſe thou to prey upon the Hero's Breaſt, 
Nor ſtrive the Chriftian's Actions to conceal, 


Nor be the Losdly-great of thee polleſt. 
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No more pollute the glad Abode of Man, * 
Nor $11 his Boſoor with thy barb'rous Rage, 


Hence, with Desyair and Sorrow pale and wan; 


And by thy Abſence'bleſs 'a happy Age. 


Away bright Sun, thou yield & me no Delight; 
Come, lovely Luna, ' bring the:welcome Night: 
When all is huſh'd and lock d in ſoft Repoſe, 
Then Damon's Converſe heals his Emma's 'Woes. 
Come, ſober Eve, and baniſh all my Grief: 
Riſe, Queen of Night, and give my*Breaſt Relief, 
Hateful to me appears the Glare of Noon ; 
 Mote beauteous far the bright unclouded Moon. 
O all ye Powers! who conſtant Minds proteQt, 
Ne'er let my Damon treat me with NegleQ, ; 
Or with his Coldneſs wound my faithful Breaſt, 
But make 'me in his Love ſupremely 'bleſt. 


When Life and Sorrow ſhall be o'er; 
When Pain nor Sin'can wound us more ; 
When this ſhort"fleeting Breath is fled, 
And the load Trump ſhall raiſe the' Dead, 
"Then ſhall the Juſt, thro' Cuz15T, refoice, 
Tranſported hear their Maker's Voice, 
When with theſe happy Words they re bleſt, 
«++ Come Faithful Servants into Reſt}; 
©. Henceforth is Heaven your bright Abode, 
4% Dwell with your FaTn ix, King, and'GOD." 


"i TT 5. rar IM. > 


.-.- - 0 .. 


C55 1] 
Irojte in WESTMINSTER-ABBEY- 


HO can behold, without @ penſive Sigh, 

How low Kings, Princes, Stateſmen, Heroes lie, 
Alas! thele Bones, poor loathſame mould ring Things, 
Were titled Peers perhaps, or once crown'd Kings : 
This Bone have beld the Sceptre of the Land ; 
This Heap of-Clay might once the Realm command, 
And yonder refts a Queen who could delight 
With blooming Charms each fond -Beholder's Sight. 
Ah ! what an awful Altcration s here, 
Nothing but Duſt and Aſhes now appear! 
Sure it muſt check the-haughticſt Mortal's Pride, 
To think how great theſe were, and yet they died, 
Say where ate now the Joys a Court cou'd give : 
Their Pomp their Splendor ceas'd with them to live.-- 
Two lovely Princes {leep in yonder Tomb, 
Who from a cruel Kinſman met their Doom : 
Dear ſpotleſs Angels, now in endleſs Reſt, 
Of heavenly Joys_and ſmiling Peace pofſels'd, 
Yonder, a; King— hee his Depoler lies, 
Alike to Death they fell a; Sacrifice : 
Now Fear and Jealouſy have left ,cach Breaſt, 
Like Friends, their Aſhes near each other reſt, 
Who that beholds the hapleſs Cornwall's Buſt, 
In Wealth or Splendor's boaſted Joys can truſt, 
Ah! Wolfe ſleeps here; but Emma's artleſs Pgn 
Can ne'er deſcribe that braveſt, beſt of Men, 
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Here ſtop, nor farther firay, my ſimple Muſe, 
$oar not above thy Heighth with daring Views: 
All you who wiſhto ſhed RefleQion's Tear, 
 Haſien to Wolfe's fad Tomb, and drop it there. 


fo Ms. Lon. 


INCE my dear Kitty now is made a Bride, 

F# With double Care your Condutt you muſt guide; 
Each Thought, each Action of your future Lile 
Muit be, What beſt behts a virtuous Wife : 

Your Edward's Pleaſure muſt your Thoughts employ, 
And every childiſh Att, dear Girl, lay by. 

This, fince a Bride, my Study I have made, 

And tho'.I am ſo crnclly repaid, 

Yet, as to pleaſe I've ever done my beſt, 

I feel a conſcious Pleaſure in my Breaſt : 

A guiltlets Mind, dear L-—d, can, beſt 1wwpart 
Peace to an ipjur'd.and diſtemper'd Heart. | 


Man's Life is but .a' Span, n*Shade, 

At Morn they bloom, at Eve they fade ; 
Soon 2s they're boru begin to die, 
Aud :foon within the Grave muſt lie. 


Aid me, chaſte Cynthia's filver Beam, 
And guide me ithro' the Grove, 
'Till near the dear appointed Sticam 

I mect my gentle Love. 
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hoon may I ſee the lovely Swain; 
The Evening's ſad and fiill, 


While nought is heard around the Phin 
Save yonder diſtant Mill. 


The Cotnger forgets his Cate, 

.. And ou his humble Bed 

He fleeps, rior fears the Robber's Snite; 
Who ſcorns the homely Shed. 


The little Birds i in Silence reſt, 
The Lambkins ceaſe 10 lay, 

And all's at Peace but Z mma 8 Breaſt ; 
Where, where does Damon lay ? 


Behold the Stream, th' appointed Place, 
But yet no $wain appears; 

He hides from me his lovely Face, 
And leaves me to my Fears. 


Ye Stars, a hapleſs Nymph befriend, 
And guide me on my Way; 

To Emma's ardont Prayer attend, 
Nor lead my Steps aftray. 


Ah! now appears tfiy brighteſt Star, 

| My lovely Swain I ſee, 

I'll haſte to meet him from afar : 
My Love I fly to thee, 


H 
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On 8 Favper Flowers, 
OOR Flower! how ſoon do all thy Charms decline! 
Thy hapleſs Fate is fimilar to mine, 
At Morn you bloom'd within the ſhady Grove, 
"Till Corin paſs d that Way,—my fickle Love 
Feign d to admire, and tore thee from the Stem, 
At Eve defpis d what late be thought a Gem; 
No lenger calls thy Colours bright and gay, 
But falſc, inconftant, throws thee quite away 
So once the Youth pretended to adore, 

With ardent Love, then left me to deplore ; 
And now the Rover ſcorns his Emma's Sighs, 
And to cach Nymph with faithleſs Paſſion flies, 


On AVARICE 


AN Wealth give Happineſs? ah, no, behold, 
Sir Fokn how wretched mid his Heaps of Gold! 
When Day declines he dreads the Approach of Night, 
Leſt Thieves break in and fieal his Soul's Delight. 
No peaceful Slumbers cloſe the Miſer's Eyes, 
Alarm'd, affrighted at each diſtant Noiſe, 

He trys to ſleep, but ſoon is wak'd by Fear, 


Who whiſpers, ** Riſe, ſome crafty Robber's near :« 


Starting he liſtens, with a troubled Mind ; 

Hark ! there's a Noiſe !—Oh, it only is the Wind : 
Tn vain he ſtrives his Spirits to compole, 

But Morn appeats without the wiſh d Repoſe : 
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Riſing, he ſwiftly to his Treaſure flys ; | 
% Ah, me, perhaps this much-lov'd Gold,' he cries, 
** When I am gone, may by my rakiſh Heir, 
44 Be ſpent as eagerly as I now ſpare.” 
 Vex'd with the Thought, in penſive Mood he fits, 
Smiles on his Hoards, and weeps o'er it by Fins; 
In Grief and Anguiſh lingers thro' the Day, 
To Care's corroding Train a conſtant Prey. 
Such 1s Sir John, and thus he ſpends his Liſe, 
Deſpis'd by all, and curs'd with endleſs Strife. 


To Miſs G——y, 


INCE I muſt loſe my gentle Friend, 
On her may every (Good attend ; 
May Peace and Health await her till, 
And Angels guard her from all Ill : 
For tho' to part 1s now our Doom, 
Till Emma fleeps within the Tomb, 
My Friendſhip will be moſt ſincere, 
And Silvia to my Boſom dear; | 
Still ſhall thy Goodneſs be my Theme, 
Still ſhalt thou have my beſt Eſteem: 
Wheree'er thou goeſt, on that loy'd Ground - 
May ev'ry Pleaſure wait thee round 
And tho' on Earth no more we meet, 
Yet may our Joys be ſoon compleat, 
Where parting neer can wound gur Reſt, 
And we ſhall be for-ever bleſt. 
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What various Inſtances do daily prove- 
The Curſe of Vice, the Joys of virtuous Love : 
The Wanton may ſome ſimple Youth allure; 
But Virtue muſt the wiſe Man's Love ſecure, 
How bleſt the Pair whom Cupid ſhall unite 
Ig uuptial Bands! how conſtant their Delight; 
At ſuch Misfortune aims her Shafis in vain 
Virtue and mutual Love cap bagiſh Pain. 


InvocaTION to Hops, 


”s ſoothing Hoyx, thou Calmer of the Soul, 
Let not my Woes thy pleaſing Power controul 1 
On thee alone for Comfort I depend, 

Since thus deſerted by cach earthly Friend ; 

On thee alone can Eun a now confide, 

O condeſcend my AQions all to guide. 

Thou beſt can Sorrows weary Hours beguile, 

Can make the Priſ'ner bleſt, the Mourner ſmile ; 
Can dry the Widaw's and the 'Ocphan's Tear, 
Diſpel each Sorrow and remove cach Fear. 

Say, may TI think thou wilt my Soul befriend, 
And to a Wretch like me thy Aid extend: 

O yes ; thy Vot'ries never can deſpair, 

Thy Smile ſupports in each perplexing Care ; 
Thou beſt can caſe a deeply-wounded Mind ; 

Nor to this World alone's thy Power coplin 4; 

By thee afliſted we to Heaven aſcend, 

| Aud taſle thoſe Pleaſures which can neyer cud, 
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In vain ape the Hills and the Vallies ſo $3Y» 
Nought pleaſes my Sight ſince my Damon's away z 


To the Flowers methinks no gay Beautics belong ; 
The ingocent Lambkins unhecded paſs by, 
No Obje@ can charm me 'till Damon is nigh. 


Sent to Miſs O—s with a New Year's Gift. 


EAR Miſs, as Cuſtom bids does Emma ſend, 
To you her dearcft, belt eſicemed Friend, 

A New Year $-Giſt, receive it as your Due, 
Since 'tis to Friendſhip facred and to you : 
The Gift s a Trifle, but it let's you lee, 
Matilda neer can be forgot by me; 
The Vetſe is rrifling too, but ſhould Heav'n ſpare 
Your Life and mine till comes another Year, 
To mend both New-Year's Gift and Verſe 1'll trive, 
Till then may you in Health and Safety live, 


J 
« 


Attend ye gentle Powers to Emma's Praycr, 

_ Still make my Demon your peculiar Care : 

May all his Deeds be ſuch as you approve 

O enard from gy'ry II] the Swain I love: 
Never may he your righteous Will oppoſe, 
Bnt gather without Thorns each blooming Roſe, 
Which without Virtue ſure will never be, F 


No guilty Pleaſure can from Thorns be free, 


CY 0 
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I liſt” without Joy to the Nightingalc's Song, | 
| 
| 
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F.ach has his own peculiar Ill aſſign'd, 

Some Pain of Body or ſome Weight of Mind ; 
But of our Miſery we ſhould not complain, 
Since Grief and Anguiſh ne'er are ſent in vain ; 
For if this World with Cares was not perplex'd, 
We ne'er ſhould think with Pleaſure on the next, 


On Dzs PAIR, 


ENGE vile Difturber, cruel, ſad Drerarn ! 
Parent of Sin, and Nurſe of ev'ry Care! 

Why am I thus by thee fo oft” oppreſt ? 
Unht Companion for the Chriſtian's Breaſt : 
Of Ignorance and Superſtition born, 
The good Man's Ridicule, the wiſe Man's Scorn : 
T how Source of Sorrow, Cauſe of bittereſt Woe ; 
Thou greateſt 111 the human Breaſt can know : 
By thee oppreſs'd, each blooming Hope muſt fade, 
F, en Innocence by thee is guilty made : 
Pofſeſs'd of thee, each Aion has a Blot, 
The faireſt Thought fill bears ſome diſmal Spot, 
Hence from my Breaſt, hence to thy native Hell, 
And with the Wretched there for-ever dwell, 


Behold what Beautics are diſplay'd 

In dear Matilda, lovely Maid ; 

In whom the bounteous Fates have join'd 
Lach Charm becoming Woman-kind : 
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Mineroa's Majeſty is ſeen 


In fair Malilda's graceful Mien ; 
Like Dian chaſe, and in her Face 
The Cyprian Queen's bright Charms we trace. 


My Fohnſon thro' Life will F mourn, 
That Friend moſt ſincere and meſt try'd, 
Each Day will I weep o'er thy Urn, | 
Ah! wou'd I for Thee could have died. 


No Bliſs fince thy Loſs can I know, 
'Till Death nought but Grie$ can be mine, 
My Hours are cumber'd with Woe, 
Nor to Mirth cau I ever incline. 


Tho' Orme 1s moſt worthy my Love, 
Tho' in her each Virtue I fee, 
My Boſom can never approve, 


Or eſteem her, dear Fokn/on, like thee, 


My Henny, dear Henny, farewell, 
O why didſt thou leave me behind, 
In my Boſom thou ever ſhall dwell, 
And live in thy Emma's fond Mind, 


Be calm my Soul, nor cer repine 
At thy Creator's Will; 
Be Reſignation ever mine, 


And each Complaining flills 
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Is not my GOD Omnipotent ! 4 
To HiM then 1'!! reſign, | 
In Hope I'll wait his Comfort ſent : 
Loud itzT rhe Wile BE MIND. 


On the Death of Major Anu, 
NDRE adieu, to thy lamented Shade 
Be every tributary Honor paid : 

Deny'd, alas! the Soldier's brave Deſire, 
The gallant Wiſh, in Battle to expire, 
On him who doom'd thee to a Death fo vile, 
May nb kitid Guardian Angel ever ſmile; 
On him, thro' Life, may ev'ry Woe attend, 
Then die inglorious and without a Friend ; 
While Andre liyes in every Briton's Breaſt, 
His Fate regretted and his Aſhes bleſt, 


Farewell ! may thy pure Soul to Heaven aſcend, 


And taſie thoſe Pleaſures which can never end. 


When on my Pillow I'm reclin'd, 

I ſooth to Peace my troubled Mind, 
RefleQing ſtill that Grace Divine 

Is in my Choice, and Bliſs is mine, 
'Tho' not in this World, in the next, 
Where I no more ſhall be perplex d; 
No more by Corin be deceiv'd ; 

No more of Johnſon be bereavd: 
But there ſhall be for-ever bleſt ; 
For-eyer happy and at reſt. 
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On ADveRnsiTy. 
Y  Sodags me, O ye Powers ! to bear 


The Sorrows given to my Share ; 
To bow beneath Aflition's Rod 
Submiſllive, fince 'tis ſent from Gop; 
' Fis true, Aoversirty diſplays 
Moſt barren Royucks, moſt thorny Ways; 
Yet let not Pleaſure's wanton Smile, 
Poor Mortals eaſy Hearts beguile ; 
Her Precepts all are fair to Sight, | 
But if we ac and judge aright, | 
Short we ſhall find the Joys of Sin; | 
Stern Conſcience will a War begin 
Within each hapleſs Wretch's Heart 
Who does from Vartue's Laws depart ; 


While Adverſe-Fortune, never gay, 
Brings us ficſh Troubles every Day: 
Yet, it rehon d, we bear the Smart, 
And {till poilets a thanktul Heart, 

Our Maker in Return wall vive 

Such Joys as Man could us er concave; 


Where never euter Grick or Care, 


And endlcls Bleflings we ſhall ſhare: 
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To L AUR A, 


FT HY is Damon in my Mind, 
Thro' each tedious Night and Day, 
Since he leaves the Plains behind, 
And thro' diſtant Lands will ſiray. 


When I ſaw him every Day, 

And he was my conſtant Theme, 

Then my Thoughts indced might llay 
With young Damon in each Dicam. 


But ſince he's no longer here, \ 
Why 15 Damon flll my Care, / 
Gentle Maid, 'tis Love, I ſear, 1 
To thy Friend the Truth declare, , 
Thou haſt known ſly Cupid's Pain, : 
Aud intend ere long to wed; | V 
Soon will take thy darling Swain, V 
Young Iy/ander to thy Bed. 

By the Streamlet if I rove, 
Or thro verdant Meadows tray, W 
All I ſee I dilapprove, B. 
Since young Damon 's far away. T} 
Once contented with her Lot, Th 
| Thio? the Day was Ewa bleſt, o 
c 


Now my fleecy Care's forgot, 
Grief deſtroys my wonted Reſt, 


oP 1 
Now IT view with heedleſs Eyes, 
The faireſt Flowers of the Grove, 
Which I uſed ſo much to prize, 
Say then, Laura, do I love ? 


Flowers once worn in Damon's Breaſt, 
Tho' now wither'd aud decay'd, 
Now I prize above the reſt ; 
Is this Love, my gentle Maid ? 


To Miſs FE. N—M—xs. 


ATE dear Elty, gentle, lovely Fair, 

May ſome kind Angel make my Friend his Care, 
May you increaſe in Bliſs as Years increafe, 

And your lat Moment lead to endlefs Peace. 

Tho' I no more muſt dwell with thee, my Friend, 
My fondeft Wiſhes fill on. thee attend : 

T1 Death will Emma bear her Friend in mind ; 
Sincere, goud-humour'd, friendly, mild and kind : 
May you and Sophy live in Health and Peace, 

When Emma's Life and Woes together ceaſe, 


_—_— A— i —— 


I When Fortune ſmiles, Numbers your Converſe prize, 
But if ſhe frowns away each Flatterer flies : 

Their Fricndſhip and Regard are quickly o er, 

They praiſe, they love, they viſit you no more © 
Witle Fortune's Favors does their Kindneſs end ; 
Mortals do ſeldom' find a ſteady Friend, 
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How happy then is Emma ; O how b!efſt ! 
Of dear Matilda's fix'd Ffleem poſſeſs d ; 
Who lov'd when Fortune promis'd goid Store, 
And now ſhe frowns my Friend {lill loves me more, 


To Miſs © E. 
149” great, dear Mati/{a, the Smart, 

How cruel the Pain which [ feel. 
Since | from my Damon mull part, 
No Language my Woes can reveal. 


_ No Time can my Sorrow remove, 
No Friend can my Miſery eaſe, 
I muſt lole the dear Swain that I love, 
And nothing but Death now cau pleaſe. 


Hail MaxncursTER, Where genuine Merit glows ! 
Hail CommrRcr, with Integrity, its Guard ! 
In Mancussres the hrit true Comage role 


The Firſi-rais d Regiment, whom Heaven rewar, 


Deſcription of a May MoRNnING. 
HE Stars retire at the Approach ef Morn, 


The tune{u! Lark now ſerenades the Piain ; 
The riſing Sun the Meadows now adorn, 
Whoſe bright Appcarance wakes the rura! Swain, 


Now comes with ſprightly Step the Viiiage Cock, 
He claps his Wings at the Return of Day, - 
The humble Cottager s right truſty Clock, 
With chearful Note and Heart that's biyth and gay. 


(: 09: 
$2 Phiiomel forſakes the ſhady Grove, 

And Birds untunmber'd now begin their Strain 
The fleecy Tenants of the Meadows rove, 
Attended by their Shepherdels and Swain. 


The Dew-drop ſhines on yonder Damaſk Roſe, 
And far the Diamond s boaſted Blaze ontvies, 


: Warm'd by Sol'; radiant Beam the Poppy glows 
And with new Charms behold the Lilly riſe. 


Such are thy Joys, Bright God of jocund Day ! 
Sch are the Pleaſures thou to Man has given, 
A: Moin and Eve alternately bear Sway, 
Izet thankful Mortals bow to gracious Heaven, 


To Mrs. S——, 
EHOUD tle riſing Morn appear, 
Which uſhers in another Year : 
Wiil you, in whoſe fair gentle Breaſt 
Goo4-Nature, Truth and Pity ell, 
Permit an artleſs humble Lay 
To hail you on this New Year's Dar, 
And kind'y deign to condeſcend 
A ſingle Moment to attend 
To thele weak E'!orts of my Muſe, 
Nor frown while you tae Lines peruſe. 
O miy my Prayers to Heaven aſcend, 
Aud may our great Almignty Friend 
- Bid Pain and Anguiith diſappear, 
And Health attend you thro the Year, 
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With the old Year lay Sorzow by, 
Nor in the new one heave a Sigh z 
And many another may you ſec 
Like this, from all Diſcaſcs free ; 

'Till Truth and Virtue ſorrowing view 
Old Age appear, and ſeize on you, 
Who by their Precepts rule your Life, 
A Foe to Calumny and Strife. 

As long as Life can Bliſs afford 
May you ſurvive, — then may the Lord 
My ardent humble Prayer attend, 

Aud call to Bliſs my honour'd Friend, 


To LEANDER. 


INCE thou wilt croſs the raging Main, 
Adieu, Leander, lovely Swain ! 

Safe may you pals the dang'rons Deep, 

May every ſtormy Billow ſleep; 

May Fortune on your Wiſhes ſmile, 

Till you return to Albion's Ile; 

Soon may the Winds my Friend reſtore, 

Or ſoon may Emma be no more. 


To Miſs OmnMr. 


OU aſk, Matilda, why above all Men, 

I he Soldiers ill employ your Emma's Pen; 
Becauſe, my gentle Friend, they often prove 
Wonrthieſt a Female's Praiſes and her Love; 

And truſt me Oxus, thro' Life they ll ever be 
My fav'rite Theme, aud beſt belov'd by me, 
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In future Days no Riches 1 delire, 
My warmeſt Wiſhes but to this aſpire, 
To gain a Soldier, brave, and bleſt with Seuſe, 
And jult to have a decent Competence z 
And if to Children Emma e'er gives Life, - 
May each a Solier be, or Soldier's Wife. 


_— S_ —— 


' Lord of Heaven's eternal Throne, 
W hom Earth and Seca their Maker own, 
Teach me ſnbmillyely to bear 


The Evils given to my Share. 


On the Death of Miſs G——zx, 


FIOME Sorrow and gloomy Deſpair, 


And dwell in my Boſom with Grief. 
For loſt is my favorite Fair, | 
Aud nought can afford me Relief. 


Ill weep o'er Maria's fad Urn, 
By Co:zdon's Falſhood laid low, 
For whom Truth and Fiety mourn, 


Whole Loſs fills my Boſom with Woe. 


As I never ſhall ſee her again, 

Till Death mult her Emma deplore ; 
No longer ſhe graces the Plain, 

Her Cares and her Sorrows are O'cre 
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The Willow I'll Arew on her Grave, 
With Flowers I'll deck the dear Place, 
No Med'cine the dear one could ſave, 
Too early was run her ſhort Race. 


Ye innocent Virgins draw near, 
With Rev'rence behold the fad Spot, 
And drop on her Aſhes a Tear, 
Nor cer be Maria torgot. 


Each Eve to her Grave will I come, 
When Cynihia ſhall brighten the Plainz 

Ah! would 1 were laid in the Tomb, 
And with my Maria again. 


No Time, O my ever-dear Friend, 
Shall lelien thy Emma's fond Love; 

Till Death my fad Being ſhall end 
Jul I meet wy Maria above, 


—— 


Adicu, ye lofty Mountains 
Wheie I was wont to {iray 5 

Farewell ye cliryital Fountains, 
Far hence I haſte uway. 


_ My Corin's turn'd 2 Rover, 
Aud ſighs for Nancy s Love; 
My Joys, alas: are over 
Since he unkind does Proves 
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Hail, happy Bat ! of healing Powers poſſeſs'd, 
Soon may thy Waters caſe B--G6—us's pure Breaſt: 
May they to Him a fecond Tethe prove, 

And every Pain and an:zious Thought remove. 

And of his crucl Foes, ſhouid one be there, 

His iland 'rous Temper change by thy clear Air 5 
Make him repent each Injury he's done 

The Hero's Fame, and bc by Mc1it won. 

do may thy Streams {ill healthy flow and pure. 

And thy Fame laſt till Time no more endure, 


In every Flower we may our Maker trace, 
Exch ObjeQt ſhews his wondious Power and Grace : 
Let then each Chriftiau s Kuce devoutly bend, 


Pclore their GoD, CkteaATOR, FArtlitcrR, FRIEND. 


To CORIN. 


\ TO Comfort my Buſom can knew, 
No Plcalure can enter my Mind, 
Since thou, my dear Corin, muſt go, 


And leave thy fond Emma behind. 


Ah! when thou art: loſt to my Sight, 


And uever perhaps may 1eturn, 
Say what can eer give me Delight, 


Or make me forgetſul to noun. 


K 


— 
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| My Corin I'll ne'er be unjuſt, , 


No Man but thyſelf will F love, 
May 1 to Thy Conllaucy truſt, 
That fickie you neyer will prove. 


And fiuce thou muſt leave the {wee: Plain, 
And trult to the dangerous Wave, 
May Aeptune (till favor my Swain, 
And prelerve lrom a wat ry Grave, 


May cach Bleſhing my Soldier attend, 
Succelslul thio' Life may he prove, 

And may each good Angel belriend, 
And guard the dear Youth whom I love, 


— __—— 


How happy ſhe who never proves 

The (Grief of that poor Nymph who loves ; 
No jealous Doubts, no tender Fears, 

E'er prompt her Sighs, or draw her Tears ; 
No Sorrows rack her peaceful Breaſt, 

But lives coatent and truly bl, 


Would you be happy : Then be wile, 

And every tempting Sin deſpiſe : 

Religion beſt czn cheer the Heart, 

And Comfort to the Mind impart : 

She never leads our Steps aftray, 

But ſtrews with Flowers Life's thorny Way, 
Will bleſs her Votary's lateſt Breath, 
Aud doubly blcls them after Death. 
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How hard my Lot to love, but love in vain, 

While Nancy's happy with my faithleſs Swain : 

Vain are my Tears, and fruitlelly I mourn ; 

May I ſoon reſt within a peaceful Un ; | 

Then when the laſt ſad Debt of Nature's paid, [ 
| Aud Jealouſy ſhall leave 'the unhapny Maid, 

O Corin, lince for you my Life I gave, 

Drop one kind Tear u pon your Emma's Grave. 


] EAR 7elſje moun thy infant Son nn more; 


Raiber re rice his Cares ſo ſoon are oer; 
Reflea, dear Friend, thy lovely Boy is fled 
From Earth, no Guilt no Sin upon his Head 


But lively, gentle, innocent and gay, 
His GOD has call'd him hence to Realms of Day, 


Where Joys ſupreme and never-ending Bliſs, 


With his REDEEMER's ſacred Love, are his. | | 


To Miſs O—-Ez. | 
URE none like thee, my gentle O—e, | 


The Mind can eaſe in Sorrow $ Storm ; 


Good-humour d, genile, jocund, tee, | | 
Juſt what a faithful Friend {ſhould bes | 4 
Truth does the fair MaTtitDa guide, p. l 
. Aud lunocence attends her Side | | 
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Chearful, yet never gives Olfence, 
Remark'd for mild Benevolence; 

Such 18 my O—e., How mich I'm bleft, 
Of ſuch a gentle Friend poſſeſs'd ; 
When So11ows vex my $01] around, 

By thy kind ſoothing, Eale is found, 
Nor can 1 ever know a Joy 

It Dear MA1liDa is nut nie}, 
Accept my I hauks indulgent lcaven 
For {uch a Friend as thou halt c1VEn. 


Inconſlant, fickle Corn, ſay, 
Vhat Nymph now leads thy Heart afliay ; 
Do ihou admue Lout/a tar, 

Or Mia's Shape and Raven [iir, 

Or 1s it Lesb,a's azwe Fres 

i hat do thy wand ring Leart ſurprize ; 
Loll Liou Cordelia s Senle adore, 

Or prize Almnra's Beauty more. 
Whioecr lhe be that claims thy Heart, 
I freely give her Emma s Part. 

Nor ſiall I hate, whee er {he be, 


Þ he Fair who ficals thy Heart from me, 


To Miſs W——, 
4 LIZA if you wilt to gain 


A lover woith your Gatc, 
From Dajlinis fly, the tickle $;rain 


Micans only to cninare, 
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He but admires your Lips your Kyes, 
While Edgar, more refin d, 


Admires becaule he tees you wiſe, 
A::d loves your ſpotlcls Mind, 

With him, my muci-loy'd gentic Friend, 
May real Bictlings ſhare, 

His Flame, til Death, will never end, 
Still he'll adtaire his Fair, 


Since when your youthlul Bloom is paſt, 
And Beauty s Charms are oer, 

Your Wit and Virtue {til will lat 
'Fiil Lime ſhaii be nov more, 


Now chearſul Day gives place to Night, 
lhe Happy leek Repuir, | 
But Emma waiks like lome {ed Spiigiit, 


Oppreſs 4 with heavy W ves, 


Night but augments my piercing Grief, 
My Sorrow and my Cate, 

And Sleep rctules 1is Relief 
10 loin Ly Lutpaits 


O Corin, *tis for Th:e I wake, 
And {ned the 1:niticls Tears 
Thy wicked guilty Vays loiakey 


My talle, pertG:ous Lear, 
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Thy Falſhood a fad Change has wrought 
In hapleſs Emma's Mind, | 
To deepeſt Woe my Soul has brought, 
Inconſtant and Unkind. 


Thou once declard I was thy Joy, 
And Peace alone cov!d give; 

If fo, ah: why, my Peace deſtroy, 
And why fo diſtant live, 


O cruel Youth, with Nancy gay, 
You ſpend a guilty Life, 
From Emma s A:ms you fly away, 
And fill her Soul with Strife. 


Can nought thy wicked Decds controul, 
Is no Repcntauce thine ? 

Can nothing move thy hartden'd Heart, 
No Arguments divine ? 


Was it a manly generous Part, 
Thy Emma to forlake ; 

To lInre away her wounded Heart, 
Then leave that Heart to break ? 


Sure Conſcience will not let thee reſt, 
Conſcicuce ! moſt dreadful Ill! 


That Foe muſt wound thy faithleſs Breaſt, 
And haunt thy Nancy fill 
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May Heaven in Mercy hear my Prayer, 
Soon be Repentance thine : 
And be that Penitence ſincere 
*Till. you muft Life refign, 


| 
| 
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If any can with Orme compare, 
'Tis thoſe Angclic Beings fair, 
Who dwell in endlcfs Peace above, 
Enjoying Reſt and heaveuly Love. 


Let Famz go forth and Britain's Worth reſound 
Let her go tell to all the liles around ; ' 
Inform perfidious France and haughty Spain 1] 
That Britons ſcorn to wear tLeir {laviſh Chain, | 
Bleſt with a Monarch equal Good as Great, 

They crave no other Beneht of Fate, 

Than that their Happineſs continued be 

In their mild Sov'reign's Liſe, and Liberty. 

May Heaven's upholding Aid our Nation bleſs, 

Aud eyer grant the B1iih, Arms Succeſs, 


To Miſs L—$S—N. 


ENTLE Maid unveil thy Woes, 
[hem into my Boſom pour, 


If thy Griefs thou wilt diſclole, 
Half thy Peace it will refiore. | 
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But, My Friend, Ill ſpare the Taſk, 
All thy Pains does Emma prove, 


Thy Complaint I need not aſk, 
Since I know it ſprings from Love. 


— — — 


Man ſurely muſt by Nature be defign*d, 

The Curſe and Torment of the Female-Kind ; 
Humble whillt Lovers, but they quickly vary, 
And Tyrants ptove when we conſent to marry. 


To CORIN. | 
ID me, ye Nine, in ſofteſt Strains to move, 
4c cruel Spoiler of my bleeding Heart 
Teach me his {ix'd IndiFierence to remove, 
And tg his carcicls Dicait my Woes nnpart, 


Say, cruel Youth, have I deſerved your Hate, 
Did I from Duty s Paths e er turn aide z 
Why am I left to mourn my haplets Fate : 
Ah! wou'd- the Hour you left me I had died: 


If ecr thy Foneneſs could in Emma ſee, 
Ougit that could pleate or thy Attection move; 
At any Time it 1 was dear to thee, 


Why from my Arms do you fo {ar remove, 


Perpaps fell C.lumny's unhallow'd late, 
May tell thee | from Virtue's Preccprs ilee : 

To take the heavenly Jovs be ne er my Fate, 
If from ſuch Guilt my Bolom be not ice, 
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\Was I diſpoſed to make thy Follies known, 


Too well thou know f how deeply-black their Dye * 
But no: I ſcek to move thy Love alone ; 


That Love which thou cau'ſt, cruel Youth, deny. 


Too well you know when Wedlock's Bands had join'd 
' Qur plighted Hands, 1 ſhove to keep your Heart 
But you to lawleſs vicious Ways relign'd, | | 

Soon from my Arms to Wantons did depart, 


Can { thou aſperſe thy hapleſs Euna's Truth ? 


O yes: wita all my Foes thou doſt combine 
And wiih malicious Tales, too cruel Youth, 


Make all approve thy Deeds and blemiſh mine, | 


Well, be it fo, the it is hard to bear, 

From Thee, who ought to be my trucft Friend ; 

Who ſhould protect me from each Woe and Cate, 
Aud whom, Heaven knows, I mean not to offend + 


All that is o'er by Enma is forgiven, 
Nor will I c'er reproach Thee for what's paſt ; 
May thou obtain Forgiveneis too from Heaven, 


And may Repentance bow thy Soul at laſt. 


Age has not chang'd my Form, tho' frequent Tears 
And all the Woes, alas! with which | pine, 
Have made me old, yet I am young in Yeurs, 


And boyud to thee for Life by Tics divige. 
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Why then thus leave me to corroding Care ; 
Canſt thou of my upbraiding thee complain ? 
Ah n9: oft' did I hide the falling Tear. 
And with diſſembled Smiles diſguiſe my Pain. 


You'll urge, perhaps, in tender youtkful Years, 
[| with Reludtance twok thy offer'd Hand, 
And for another pour'd the frequent Tear, 
Nor yeilded to thy Arms by Love's Command. 


Yet torn from him wiem then I valu'd moit, 
Did 1 to thee with cold Negle& behave; 
No; quick I baniſh 4 the dear Man 1'd loſt, 
Far from my Breaſt, and bow'd ſtern Duty's Slave, 


Say then, if Emma s Fondneſs can diſpleaſe : 
Wilt thou to me thy wand ring Leart reftore ? 
If not, may the cold Grave ſoon give me Eaſlc, 
And may thy hated Bondage ſoon be o'er. 


But yet reflet, an awful Day muſt come | 
When He who judges All, our Cauſe —_—_ try 
E'cr then too late, prepare to meet thy Doom, 
And make your Peace with GoDp before you die. 
In Winter all my Heart's Deſire, 
Is a clean Houle and cheartul Fire; 
A. Heart from Care and Envy free, 
A faithful Friend, my Orme, like thee 3 
Theſe are the Riches Emma wants, 
And thelc all-bounteous Heaven grants, 
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Cn PENITENCY:; 


Thou ! the Sinner's beſt Concern ! 
Who teacheth Mortals to diſcern 
The Ways of Picty and Peace, 
And leads us to eternal Bliſs :. 
By Thee our Sorrows we remove, 
Thou lead ft us to our Maker's Love. 
By thy kin| Aid, when Life ſhall ceaſe, 
The Wretch may hope for Joy aud Peace, 
The Sick be heal'd, the Weary reſt, 
No more with conſcious Guilt oppreſt: 
There Sorrow ceaſes, and all Fear; 
There wiped aWay 15 every Icar, 
Then neat our dear REDEEMER's Side, 
We dwell with Him who for us dicd ; 
Who every Blelling does afford ; 
Whole Name foi-ever be ador d, 
By Angels who betorie him bow, 
By Saiuts abuve, by Man below. 


Wrote on ſeeing Prince WiLLtam HENRY, 


AIL lovely Youth ! Britennia's Hope and Pride, 
May Victory o er all thy Steps prelide ; 
Long may the Laurel Wreath thy Brow adorn, | 
Bleft with tiue Courage in Life s early Mora ; ; 
Thy Prefence every loyal Briton charms. 
Thy Dceds c'en Envy's poiſon d Sting dilarms, : 
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Ye facred Powers who proteQt this Ile, 


Deign once again on Britain's Sons to ſmile ; 
Our Heroes ſave from Death by foreign Arm, 


And woile than Death, the Slanderer's Tongue Ciſarm, 


Grant that our Troubles ſoon may find Redrels, 
Prote@ his People and our Monarch bleſs ; 
Give him long Life and Peace, that he may ſee 
His Subjects joined again iu Amity : 

Long has fair Freedom dwelt on ÞBriti/5 Ground, 
© graut ſhe may for-eyer there be found, 


NP Eowis 


You chide me when I am not gay; 
I'm never {ad when you're away : 
Your Preſence cauſes all my Pain ; 
Of that alone do I complain, 


_ Ox the Marriage of Mr. H and Miſs L—, 


ASTE ye Nymph's and Shepherds gay, 
: Haſte and hail the happy Day ; 
Caſt all Grief and Care aſide, 
Molly now is Hemy's Bride. 
Every gentle Power be near, 
Bleſs the lovely faithful Pair ; 
Haſte ye Nymphs and Shepherds gay, 
Haſte, aud hail the happy Day. 
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On the Death of a youns Gentleman, 


Y* wiſe, ye gentle Friends to Virtue monrn, 

In lacted Sorrow round Leander's Unn ; 

Tn folteRt Language his ſad Lots deplore; 

Tic beſt of Friends and Brothers is no more ! 
Where wow is fled his Eloquencs and Eaſe ? 

That foothing Voice is huſl*d. ſo farm'd to pleaſe x 
Polileis d of ev ry Charm of Form and Mind ; 
The vovieſt, gentlelt of the Human-kind : 

Yet all his Worth Leander could not fave, 

He fell in Youth a Vidlim to the Grave. 

But now my mach-lov'd Friend pure Blils is thine, 
{n Heaven partaking Happinels divine. 


The CONTRAST. 
HE- gentle Clara boaſts no perfect Grace, 


"No Role, no Lilly, harbours on her Face: 
How worthleſs Beauty's Charms, ſince in her Mind, 
Arc Charity, Religion, Fiiendlhip join'd, 
4he Beaus admire when Gelia fair appears, 
While Clara's Goodneſs every one endears; 
Her gentle Converſe ſets each Mind at Eaſe, 
Celia's foul Slanders all the Good diſpleate : 
She {wells each envions Tale with ſounding Voice, 
And © er a Siſters Frailty will rejoice, | 
VWhile Clara mourns tor all who go aſtray, 
And igave fair Vaitue and Diſcretions Way. 


| 
| 
| 
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Cilia to no good Heart can c'er be dear, 
[Fr But gencrous Clara all the Wiſe reyere : 
Her want of Beauty never makes her grieve, 


Content in Peace and Piety to live ; 
Whiift Celia's ſcorn'd with all her boafled Charms, 
Her cuyious Mind her Beauty's Power diſarms, 


To Miſs L——, 


OU ſmile whenever I commend, 

Yet ſtill you are not Emme's Friend 2 
My Friend, dear Girl, you ought to be, 
Since I your Charms fo clearly ſee. 

What tho' my geutle Lucy's Eyes 

No Lovers tender Hearts ſurprize, 


Yet Friendſhip makes me think your Form 
As fair as* that of lovely Orme: 

I praiſe your Wit, my .Hearers ſneer, 
And ſay, I ſurely mean.to jeer 

Yet ſtill in you each Grace I find, 

And muſt to love yon be inclin'd : 

Your Friendſhip would be Emma's Boaſt ; 
Then let not all my Hopes be croſs d; 
No Female {hall my Truth excel, 

Or love dear Lucy half fo well, 


Bchold yonder innocent Lambkins at play, 
| How lovely and fragrant the gay Woodbine Bowerss 
How tai is the Seaſon, how chearful is May, 


Which decks ey'ty Valley and Meadow with F low IS 


FI 


To DAMON, 
HY Image in my Mind I keep, 
In buly Day or filent Sleep, 
My Thoughts on thee attend 
Each other Form. is left behind, 
You {l:]l appear to Emma's Mind, 
My Lover and my Friend, 


FAREWELL 70 LoOvE. 


HANK Heaven my Boſom is at Peace again, 
Nor longer ſhall I figh thro Cupid's Pain ; 
From his keen Darts my Heart again 1s free, 
And I exult in Eale aud Libetty : 
I wake to Joy, freed from a gallins Chain, 
Releas d from Sorrow and corroding Pain : 
No louger Corins Cruelty I fear, 
No more his once-lov d Name delights my Ear 
No more thro' each long tedious Night I weep, 
Nor does thy Image haunt my tranquil Sleep; 
When Morn 1eturns in Peace and tlealth I wake, 
Nor of my Thoughts does Corin now partake :. 
I'm happy and ſerene tho far you roam, 
| Nor ſhall I grieve that Nancy decks your Home 
May no Inconſtacy your Miud miſguide, 
May you contented with her ſtill abide : 
Now 1 can ſee without Love's tender Smart, 


Nancy Polſcilor of thy faithleſs Heart, 


( 88 ) 
Thy well-feign'd Tenderneſs would now be vain, 
Could give no Joy, thy Coldneſs gives no Pain. 
Tho' hard the Taſk, I've torn thee from my Brevit 4 
Corin no mote ſhall rob my Soul of Reſt; 
Each pleaſing ObjeQ now delights my Mind, 
Each Hour brings Peace, tho' Corin is unkind s 


I now with lovely Orme again am gay, 

No tender Paſſion ſteals my Rell away ; 

Vain as thou art, yet truſt me I'm ſincere, 

I love thee not, by ſacred Heaven I ſwear ; 

Yet {ti}l I praile thy Voice, can ſee thy Charms, 
But coldly praiſe, without fond Love's Alarms ; 

I flill admire thy Mien, each winning Grace 
That decks thy Form, or dwells upon thy Face: 
But now pnmov'd behold thoſe Graces fair, 

And think young. Damon may with thee compare, 
His tender Paſhion, and thy cold Diſdam, 

At length have triumph'd o'er my Love and Pain, 


ERRATUM, 


Page 22, o'er the Verſes wrote on a Birth- -Day, 
inſtead of 1778. read the Date 1780. 
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